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CHAPTER  I. 


SINNING. 


i 


THERE  are  men  who  are  so  constituted 
by  nature,  that  what  they  may  be  en- 
gaged in,  they  do  it  with  all  their  might. 
The  life  of  Jerry  McAuley  illustrates  this 
statement. 

He  was  born  in  Ireland,  and  his  father 
w^s  obliged  to  leave  the  place  to  escape  the 
law,  before  Jerry  was  old  enough  to  remem- 
ber it. 

There  were  many  children  in  the  family, 
and  he  was  sent  to  live  with  his  grandmother, 
who  was  a  Roman  Catholic  of  the  strictest 
kind. 

He  could  remember  seeing  her  in  his 
childhood  counting  her  beads,  and  doing 
penance  by    kissing    the    floor.      He    would 
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TRANSFORxMED,   OR 


thro^gh't  iZn:;^,z  of  r  ""■■•■"  ^^'■■«'°" 

A  question  can™up1r^,°  '"T"^"'°"«=^- 

quently  asked  hL"?,  '.'vVhaTroVo"f'  'r  '^" 
's  this  that  requires  s,  rl,  f  t  ■  °f '"^''gion 
allows  such  sinfuUa;^  ?■■"''  "°^»'^'P.  ^"d 

grand^rotr's'rviShrtV".""^"^^  "^  "'^ 
He  Church  lost  its  infl'etfoverhl"  ^^;'°- 
he  was  only  a  boy  ^'"^'  ^'^^n 

tionfadTar's'no'tT'"  ''"'  "°  ^^'-- 
to  school.  He  w'  °  ,o  J  '""J"'"  "°^  =■=« 
way  in  most  thils  a '?!'  '°  ."«-  his  own 
or  wander  in  id  "ness      J!  ^^  '""?  ""-^chief, 

treated  by  those  X  had^:rc;e°o7h^"^ 
He  was  so  discouraged  th»f  h!     ?  '"'"■ 

p."ow  With  tears  anrw,:!!::,'^:  dt^" ""  '"•' 

fie  came  to  New  Vr.rU   ;      u        , 

>-ar,  being  desfr^Js  ^f  '„,'eetfn':  hi"'''"'" 
there.     He  was  f^Il  .^^    /"feting  his   sister 

ful  in  runnin;:.  '  r  H^"  ^  '"^  "'^^  "- 
much  bad  comnanv  in  .1,  "'  ""■°""  ''"'» 
much  that  v^aTttrto'hir'  '"'  ^"'''"^' 

y        steal,  and  he  readily  entered  into 
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tricks  of  dishonesty.  He  became  a  thief 
when  very  \-oiin^Lr.  He  was  not  free  to  live 
with  his  sister,  and  went  to  board  on  the 
street  of  his  fame. 

Shortly  he  became  a  prize-fighter,  and 
from  that  to  a  river  thief.  He  formed  a  com- 
panion in  sin,  who  went  with  him  to  board 
vessels  at  night  and  steal  whatever  they  could 
find.  They  would  sell  in  the  day  what  they 
stole  at  night  and  then  go  into  the  vile  dens 
on  Water  Street.  Referring  to  this  time  in 
his  life  he  says  : 

"By  rapid  degrees  I  went  through  all  the 
grades  of  vice  and  crime,  till  I  don't  suppose 
a  bigger  nuisance  and  loafer  ever  stepped 
above  ground.  I  was  a  lad  in  years,  but  a 
man  in  sin. 

I  made  good  hauls,  for  the  river  police 
didn't  amount  to  much  in  those  days,  and  it 
.was  pretty  easy  to  board  a  vessel  and  take 
what  you  pleased.  The  fourth  ward  be- 
longed to  my  kind.  It's  bad  enough  now,  but 
it's  heaven  to  what  it  was  then. 
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CHAPTER  II. 


SUFFERING. 

JERRY  was  arrested  for  highway  robbery 
when  he  was  nineteen  years  of  age     He 
was  not  guilty  of  the  crime  of  which  he  was 
charged.      He  says  : 

"Novv,    I'd    done  enough  to  send   me  to 

that  didn  t  make  it  any  easier  to  go  there- for 
something  I  hadn't  done.  ^^e^e-ror 

But  the  rumsellers  and  inhabitants  of  the 
Fourth  Ward  hated  me  for  all  my  evil  wa>'' 
and  were  glad   to  get   rid  of  me.     So  theJ 
swore  the  robbery  on  me,  and  I  cculdn't  help 
myself.      I  had    no   friends,    no  advocate  at 
court  (,t  ,s  a  bad  thing,  sinners,   not  to  have 
an  advocate  at  court),  and  without  any  just 
cause    I    was    sentenced   to  fifteen  years  in 
the  State  prison. 
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I  was  mad  with  ra<^e,  but  forced  to  keep 
quiet.  It  was  in  my  mind  to  kill  my  keeper, 
and  I  marked  him  then.  "Wait,"  I  said  to 
myself,  'Til  be  even  with  you  some  day  if  I 
have  to  hang  for  it." 

I  burned  with  venj^eance;  but  what  could  I 
do  ?  I  was  handcuffed,  and  sent  in  the  cars 
to  Sing  Sing. 

That  ride  was  the  saddest  hour  of  my  hfe. 
I  looked  back  on  my  whole  past  course,  on 
all  my  hardships,  my  misery  and  sins,  and 
gladly  would  I  have  thrown  myself  out  before 
the  advancing  train,  and  ended  my  life.  It 
was  not  sorrow  for  sin  that  possessed  me,  but 
a  heavy  weight  seemed  to  press  me  down 
when  I  thought  of  the  punishment  I  had  to 
suffer  for  my  wrong  doings,  and  an  indignant, 
revengeful  feeling  for  the  inj.  tice  of  my  sen- 
tence. Fifteen  years  of  hard  labor  in  a  prison 
to  look  forward  to,  and  all  for  a  crime  I  was 
innocent  of. 

I  knew  I  had  done  enough  to  condemn  me 
if  it  were  known;  bu.  others,  as  bad  as  I, 
were  at  liberty,  and  I  was  suffering  the  pen- 
alty for  one  who  was  at  that  hour  roaming  at 
will,  glorying  in  his  lucky  escape  from  pun- 
ishment, and  caring  nothing  for  the  unhappy 
dog  who  was  bearing  it  in  his  stead.      Hoi 
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my  heart  swelled  with   rage,  and  then  sank 

the  hands  of  the  law,  without  a  friend  in  tl- 
wor?d. 

forget  It.  the  first  thnig  that  attracted  my  at- 
tention vyas  the  sentence  over  the  door  : 
The  VVay  of  the  Transgressor  is  Hard  " 

fn.     u^u      ''''"''^  "°^  '^^^^  ^^'^"'  ^  managed 
to  spell  that  out.     All  thf.ves  know  it  well 

and  know  too  well  that  it  is  in  the  Bible  It 
IS  a  well  worn  proverb  in  all  the  haunts  of 
vice  and  one  confirmed  by  daily  experience. 
And  how  strange  that,  knowing  the  way  is 
hard,  transgressor,  will  walk  in  it  ' 

VVhen  I  put  on  the  prison  dress  and  they 
shut  mem,  I  knocked   my  head  against  the 

Tysel "'    ''  '  '''  '"^'    '   ^^'°"^^'  h--  ^^^''d 
Poor  Jerry,  he  was  in  a  hard  place,  was  he 
not  .?     In    prison    in    another   man's     place 
Bearing  the  penalty  of  another's  sin  ' 


CHAPTER  III. 


AWAKENED. 


TERRY  was  sent  to  prison  on  an  unjust 
^  sentence,  but  he  did  not  regn  .  it.  He 
praised  God  that  he  ever  entered  into  it, 
after  his  release.      He  says  : 

"God  was  more  merciful  tha.i  man.  His 
pure  eyes  had  seen  all  my  sin,  and  yet  He 
pitied  and  loved  me  and  stretched  out  His 
hand  to  save  me.  And  His  wonderful  way 
of  doing  it  was  to  shut  me  up  in  a  cell  within 
heavy  stone  walls.  And  there  is  many  a  one 
beside  me  who  will  have  cause  to  thank  God 
'forever  and  ever  that  he  was  shut  up  in  a 
prison. 

I  made  up  my  mind  I'd  obey  the  rules  and 
see  if  I  couldn't  get  pardoned  out,  or  may  be 
there  would  come  a  chance  of  escape,  and  I 
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service  in  the    ch.npl       r  ,         "^ 

miserable       A «  T/^ f"  ''""    "^^"^'>'    ''"fl 

shouM   I  see  bes.de  the  Chaplain  but  a  man 
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named  Orvillc  Gardner,  an  old  confedeiate 
in  sin,  whom  I  hail  been  on  a  spree  with 
many  a  time. 

Since  I  cafne  to  prison  he  had  been  con- 
verted, and  he  came  now  that  he  might  tell 
the  glad  story  of  his  salvation  to  the  prison- 
ers. I  had  not  heard  he  was  coming,  and 
should  not  have  been  more  surprised  if  an 
angel  had  come  down  from  heaven. 

I  knew  him  at  a  glance,  though  he  was  so 
greatly  changed  from  his  old  rough  dress  and 
appearance.  After  the  first  look  I  began  to 
question  in  my  mind  if  it  was  he  after  all, 
and  thought  I  must  be  mistaken  ;  but  the 
moment  he  spoke  I  was  sure,  and  my  atten- 
tion was  held  fast. 

He  said  he  did  not  feel  that  .he  belonged 
on  the  platform,  where  the  ministers  of  God 
and  good  men  stood  to  preach  the  Gospel  to 
the  prisoners  ;  he  was  not  worthy  of  such  a 
place. 

So  he  came  down  and  stood  on  the  floor  in 
front  of  the  desk,  that  he  might  be  among  the 
men. 

He  told  them  it  was  only  a  little  while 
since  he  had  taken  off  the  stripes  which  they 
were  then  wearing  ;  and  while  he  was  talking 
his  tears  fair'y  rained  down  out  of  his  eyes. 
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Then  he  kiurlt  ,|ovvi,  atui  ,,ravc(l  ..u'    ,11     i 

na\c  my  coinpanuns  or  the   <ru-,r,\^  c 
i^  --  ''-k.  th.      r    ,1;;  j  ;;•;-.  -  that 
'  knew  this  man   uas   no   lupocritc      UV 

henr,l      n  "   '    '""l<-'rstan<l    l,aif  | 

'''"'   '^-^^-^  ^"  '">•   coll.      How   droarv  is 
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Siitula)'  in  f)rts()ii  !  After  the  mortiin^;  ser- 
vice ill  the  chapel,  the  |)risotit't>  are  iiiarclirti 
back  to  tiicir  cells,  taking  their  plate  of  din- 
ner with  them  as  tiu>\-  pass  the  (liiiini;-hall, 
and  the  rest  of  the  day  is  spent  in  solitude. 
Oh,  those  lon^,  dismal  hours  I  I  had  ^Gen- 
erally contrived  to  have  a  novel  on  hand,  but 
that  day  1  had  none. 

What  I  had  heard  was  riii^'ini;  in  my  ears, 
and  the  tlwnij^ht  possessed  me  to  find  the 
verse  which  hafi  so  struck  me.  IC\c-r)'  j:)rison- 
ccll  is  supplied  witii  a  liible  ;  but,  alas  I  few  of 
them  are  used. 

Mine  I  had  never  touched  since  the  day  I 
entered  my  narrow  apartment,  and  laid  it 
awa\-  in  the  ventilator. 

I  took  it  down,  heat  the  dust  from  it,  anrl 
opened  it.  But  where  to  turn  to  find  the 
words  I  wanted  I  knew  not. 

There  was  nothing  to  do  })ut  to  bejjjin  at 
the  l)e<^innin^^  and   read  till  i  came  to  them. 

On  and  on  I  read.  How  interested  I  ijrew  ! 
It  seemed  better  than  any  no\i'l  1  had  ever 
read,  and  I  could  scarcely  leave  it  to  <^o  to 
sleep. 

I  became  so  fascinated  that  from  that  day 
on  it  was  m}'  greatest  del  igiit. 

I  was  j^lad  when  I  was  released  from  work, 
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that  I  might  get  hold  of  my  Bible  ;  and  niuht 

up  bv";,^  '.''"'r-'l  <'f>"^""  "■-  t---.  •  stood 
up  bj  my  grated  door  to   -ead   bj-  the  dim 

light  «h,ch  came  from  the  eorridor 

-a  book'olirflT'f''  '°  ^'  "  ''^>-'  '■'-'^d  thing 
a  book  only  fit  for  priests  and   saints   but 
now  whenever  I  couki  get  a  chance  to  ^om 

olT'thf  T  '"''  '"''^^  '■"   'he  «orJsl,:ri 
Bible  "  "  "■■■"  '  'P'^'"''«'  "^'"g.  that 

I  never  found  that  verse.      I  had  for.rotten 

t  .n  my  new  interest   in    the   Book.      But " 

fojcla^good  many  verses  that  „,ademe%' 

I  rea<|  (,ll  I  found  something  that  hit  the 
Cathohcs  I  thought,  and  I  pitched  ,  u  Bib  e 
down  and  kicked  it  all  arr.mul  the  eel  -He 
v.le  heretics  I"  I  said,  "that's  the  way  tl  ev 
show  up  the  Catl>olics,  is  it  ?"  It  was  he 
verse  that  says  :  ^ 

the  hnl";''  ^^'"'"^  sP="k<^'h  expresslv,that  in 
the  latte     tunes  some  sliall  depart  from  the 

ul^fT^  "r'  '".  -''-'"SsiliritsaTdo  ! 

e  red     >>       !'  '  -^"''"^    "'^■'■-    conscience 
se..red  „,th  a  hot  iron,   forbidding  to  m  .rrv 

and    commanding    to    abstain    f^^om    meats 

wh.ch  God  hath  created  to  be  receivecu4 
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thanksgiving  of  them  which  beUcve  and  know 
the  truth"  (i.  Tim.  iv.  i). 

Something  seemed  to  whisper  to  me,  '*Go 
get  a  Catholic  Bible  and  then  you  can  prove 
this  to  be  false." 

So  I  said,  "I  will  have  a  Catholic  Bible, 
and  not  this  thing  that  nobody  would  touch 
with  a  ten-foot  pole." 

I  took  my  first  chance  to  go  to  the  library 
and  ask  for  a  Catholic  Bible.  They  looked  at 
me  pretty  sharp,  as  though  they  would  like 
to  understand  what  I  was  driving  at ;  but 
they  gave  me  what  I  wanted,  and  I  took  it  to 
my  cell. 

Eagerly  I  tiirned  to  that  chapter.  There 
they  were,  the  very  same  words  :  "Forbidding 
to  marr}-,"  and  "Commanding  to  abstain 
from  meats." 

But  there  were  notes  in  the  margin,  which 
boxed  it  up  so,  that  mj'  suspicions  were  at 
once  aroused.  I  said,  "It  surely  is  the  Word 
of  God,  and  they  are  trying  to  get  out  of  it." 

I  turned  to  various  parts,  to  Kings,  Isaiah, 
and  other  books,  and  I  found  that  the  words 
in  both  were  almost  the  same,  and  the  mean- 
ing was  the  same  always,  and   I  was  in  de- 


spair 


rhen  1  read  the  whole  book  through  again, 
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and  I  liked  ft  better  th^  „ 

t-"'  I  could  not  undc"Sa„d  it    '     '°  ''""''''■ 

■■"«  "P  andli;;!;,;":,;;!^'^-"  -adi„,,„.,„.. 
'■elision  had  ma  e  r  ,  "«  "  '"="  ■■■  ^'ange 
to  have  a  bur"S  XST t^  b  " '""/  ''^■-"- 
I  kept  think-in..  ab„ utV,^  ',"''  ''"=  ^•""e. 

ner's  face,      "\V1  nt   '  '•''".;  '"°'^  '"  ^  =d- 

'■f  he's  dim-rent   X   "^;%'^.''^'-"  ^^   "«"d 
get  nci  of  it  ;  bm      ,,  ,t    ' ',^' ■  V  ^°"l<l  not. 

"^  .    uui    wnat  COUM    T  f  n5 

•Sometbnig    „iibin    me    snid     "p       •■ 
could  not  frame  a  nr-nvt      T  '         ''■'>■■       I 
"Don't  ^■ou  remc,   b  r  Jl  """  ^'•"'1. 

lican,  .God  he  meei  .^  l^f*™---  "^ '"e  p„b.' 

J  thou..ht  of  m,  ^  sinner?-" 

Calholie  Onlh  i:i,°:,:  ^I'T^  "''^  '^"'"■--" 
"P.  and  r  ask;.!,  ..\vi  y  'a^  ^b  "  '^""«'" 
'hat    rehgion    ?       B       '""      ^   "?=  S^o'l   i" 

-;^e  as  Gardner's  doe     him  "  I   ;;'  "T  '''™ 
''«- not  keep  me  free  ,!'Z'm.i'r>''"'    '"" 

sendt^trrpwr-f^'r^^^  >->■  "'^i 

tell  me  r  n,,"^  '  '  "'"'  '"  '">"'-'"''  "''e  "HI 
P">-ers,  and  do  s te'  h '.r?;  ^'■'>'  ■^°  '"''"y 
and  such  as  that  "       """«  ^"'  mortification. 

••I<-'askthechapku„,he„i„tenmetobe 
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sorry  for  mv  sins  and  crv  to  God  for  forgive- 
ness.      Both  can't  be  ri^dit." 

The  voice  within  said,  "Go  to  God  ;  He 
will  tell  you  what  is  right." 

What  a  struggle  I  went  through  !  I  knew 
I  ought  to  pray  ;  but  if  there  had  been  ten 
thousand  people  there  I  couldn't  have  been 
more  ashamed  to  do  it  than  I  was  there  all 
alone. 

I  felt  myself  blushing.  Every  sin  stared 
me  in  the  f"  e.  1  recollected  the  "whoso- 
ever" in  the  >ible.  "That  means  you,"  said 
the  inward  voice.  "l?ut  I  am  so  wicked,"  I 
urged  ;  "ever\'thing  but  a  murderer,  and 
that  many  a  time  in  my  will." 

The  struggle  did  not  seem  all  my  own  ;  it 
was  as  if  God  was  fighting  the  Devil  for  me. 
To  every  thought  that  came  up  there  came  a 
verse  of  Scripture. 

I  fell  on  my  knees,  and  was  so  ashamed  I 
jumped  up  again.  I  fell  on  my  knees  again, 
and  cried  out  for  helj),  and  then,  as  ashamed 
as  before,  I  rose  again.  I  put  it  off  for  that 
time  and  went  to  bed. 

This  conflict  went  on  for  three  or  four 
weeks.  It  was  fearful.  I  wonder  now  at  the 
longsuffering  mercy  of  my  God. 

i  wonder  that   the    Holy    Spirit    was  not 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


SAVED. 


JERRY  was  not  the  first  man  who  was 
saved  in  a  prison.  It  is  the  state  of 
the  heart  and  not  the  words.  "Ye  shall  seek 
Me  and  find  Me,  when  ye  shall  search  for  Me 
with  all  your  heart."     (Jer.  xxi.x,  13). 

The  Sunday  services  seemed  to  do  me  no 
good.  They  were  dry  and  dead  to  me. 
Once  in  a  while  a  man  full  of  the  Holy  Ghost 
preached  for  us,  and  at  such  tines  1  got  a 
little  help. 

About  th?t  date  Miss  D began  to  visit 

the  prison,  and  I  was  sent  for  one  day  to 
meet  her  in  the  library.  This  young  lady 
had  learned  that  I  was  seeking  the  Saviour, 
and  had  asked  to  see  me.  She  talked  with 
me,  and  then  knelt  down  to  pray. 
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I  «•■-■  IHT  tears  f  ,  ""f ''^  ■""I  "atchocl  her 
f.^'-'l^e  fell  o„  ,ne,  rt  ,e  "./'T",  '  """""'  <'«- 
th'^^  prayer  „f  „,,,,  |,k  ,.'■"-<'  '''•«'lful  „,  „,e, 
^">=*  n«  ,„,  til)  the  .J  "■'•"'•  't  '".ule  „,J 
««<=  clean'  „p  t,  the  ,,  "'  '"  ""-'  "^  'f  ther 
<-'PPe.-.re,l  to  ,'„e  as      ,,';""'-■  f,  «'«'.  and  ,^ 

■-'"'i."..bet„;:;tr.;;;;r;''';"'-"there 

dark-,  terrible  sin  ?  ^"''  ti"'  a  life  of 

i  hat  ni'frht  r  f,.]] 
^'one  floor^of  nn-   Im"  re^a'''''?-^  ""  '^^  I'arcl, 
"I'atcver  mfs^'ht 'hap  e"       "/  /"  ^'/O'  ^''-e 
"«^;     I  »as  clespe  ate        '\\"""<i  forjjive- 
"ords  of  the  hymn  "  J"^'  ''l<e  the 


A".i  i«.„,i,  „„iv  ;t','"i' 

I.  prayed,  and  then  r  ,f 
fff'-"".  and  sto,,ped  bi,;':P|?"  ■■  ^  P"yed 
kneeling.  M,.V„ee'  u,  "  '  ""tinned 
cold  stones.  My  eyes "?  ''T''^  ^  those 
hands  tightly  cliped  andT  "°'T''  =•"''  -"X 
I  H-onId  stay  so  till  m^rn"   .'  "■;?/'''*«™ined 

'°™y-rfc,..,andthe„"T^d''J;"!'i*^. 
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I  get  no  relief,  I  will  never,  never  pray 
again."  I  felt  that  I  might  die,  but  I  didn't 
care  for  that. 

All  at  once  it  seemed  as  if  something 
supernatural  was  in  my  room.  I  was  afraid 
to  open  my  eyes.  I  was  in  an  agony,  and 
the  sweat  rolled  off  my  face  in  great  drops. 
Oh,  how  I  longed  for  God's  mercy  ! 

Just  then,  in  the  very  height  of  my  distress, 
It  seemed  as  if  a  hand  was  laid  upon  my  head 
and  these  words  came  to  me  :  "My  son,  thy 
sins,  which  are  many,  are  forgiven." 

I  do  not  know  if  I  heard  a  voice,  yet  the 
words  were  distinctly  spoken  to  my  soul. 
Oh,  the  precious  Christ  !  How  plainly  I  saw 
Him,  lifted  on  the  cross  for  my  sin  ! '  What 
a  thrill  went  through  me  !  1  jumped  from 
my  knees  ;  I  paced  up  and  down  my  cell  A 
heavenly  light  seemed  to  fill  it ;  a  softness 
and  a  perfume  like  the  fragrance  of  sweetest 
flowers. 

I  did  not  know  if  I  were  living  or  not.  I 
clapped  my  hands  and  shouted,  "Praise  God  ' 
Praise  God  !" 

I  was  so  happy  I  fell  like  a  dead  man  on 
my  cell  floor,  and  did  not  know  anything  for 
a  long  while. 

When  I  got  up  I  couldn't  contain  myself, 
c 
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I  knocked   things   around  and  shouterl   .n^ 
made  a  terrible  to-do  snouted,  and 

what's  the  matter  ?  "  "  ■'tam.    bay, 

areTn'r '^°""''  ?''''''"  '  ""^"'^■•^d  !  "my  sins 
wnat?    he  exclaimed. 
"I've  got  r-e-l-i-g-i-o-n."  I  answered  again 

pose  he  thought  I  needed  cooling  off  but  t" 

U7k^4.         •  ^  ""^^  punished  at  all 

What  a  night  that  was  !     I    shall   snrK 
never  forget  the  time  when     he   LoH      ^ 
peared  as  my  gracious  Deliverer  from  sin    'l 
was  converted,  though  I  was  so  foo  "h  as  to 
fall  away  for  a  season,  afterwards. 

From  that  time   life   was   all   new   to  me 
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Work  was  ncthing  ;  hard  fare  nothing  ;  scowls 
and  hrrsh  words  nothing. 

I  was  happy,  for  Jesus  was  my  Friend  ;  my 
sins  were  washed  away,  and  my  heart  was 
full  of  love  and  thanksgiving. 

I  hated  every  sinful  way.  I  had  formerly 
smoked,  but  something  within  now  said  it 
was  wrong,  and  I  gave  it  up. 

And  the  Lord  began  to  use  me  in  the 
prison  among  my  fellow  convicts.  I  only 
had  half  an  hour  at  a  time,  but  I  improved  it 
among  my  fellow-prisoners,  to  say  a  word  of 
kindness,  and  we  often  shed  tears  together. 
A  great  work  was  commenced  <^here,  and 
spread  from  cell  to  cell. 

The  prisoners  began  to  read  their  Bibles, 
to  call  upon  God,  and  to  praise  the  name  of 
Jesus.  Jack  Dare  was  the  first  man  I  began 
to  pray  for.  There  had  been  a  revolt  in  the 
prison  and  he  was  one  of  the  leaders.  This 
revolt  occurred  some  time  before  my  conver- 
sion, but  I  had  no  hand  in  it. 

Jack  was  in  the  same  workshop  with  me 
and  was  quite  a  favorite. 

The  convicts  often  paired  off  in  friendships, 
and  he  and  I  went  together.  If  either  of  us 
had    any    little   luxury   we   shared   with   the 
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Other,  as  children  would  do ;  and  when  I  cot 
salvation  I  wanted  to  share  that  with  him 

I  approached  him  on  several  occasions  with 
the  subject   but  he  repulsed  me  with  sneers 
He  seemed   to  think   I   was  playing  a  bold 
game  to  get  out  of  prison  ;  but  he  learned  at 
last  that  I  was  in  earnest. 

He  found   me   several   times  weeping  and 
poring  „.er  my  Bible.     Once   he  lifted   his 
hand  to  strike  me.  and  even  spit  at  me  ;  but 
when  I  told  h.m  that    I   had   no  resentment 
a..d  ^could   stand   it    .     Jesus'  sake,   he  was 

That  astonished  him.  I  said  nothing  more 
for  a  week,  and  he  seemed  to  be  getting 
worse  all  the  tiir  ,  but  I  felt  sure  the  Spirit 
of  God  was  str  ng  with  him.  I  kept  on 
praymg  with  st,  ng  cr>ing  and  tears  ;  and  I 
knew  that  God  would  save  him. 

One  day  he  told  me  he  had  been  prayiuL- 
but  It  seemed  dreadful  to,him  to  pray.  1  knew 
all  about  that  from  my  ow,i  experience 

Not  long  after  this,  as  he  came  out  of  his 

sight  of  his  face,  and    it   was   all  lit  up      He 
was  at  the  head  of  the  column,   and   I  near 
the  foot ;  he  just  glanced  at  me  with  a  smile 
and   gave    an    upward    turn    of  his    eye    to 
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heaven,  and  then  I  knew  it  was  all  rij^ht  with 
him. 

The  first  one  he  told  the  }^ood  news  to  was 
the  keeper.  "Jack,"  said  he,  "I'm  glad  you've 
got  reHgif)n." 

It  was  not  that  he  cared  for  religion,  but 
he  was  afraid  of  Jack,  he  was  such  a  desper- 
ate ciiaracter,  and  now  he  knew  he  would 
have  no  more  troi'ble  with  him. 

All  the  time  I  had  to  work  for  Christ  was 
when  the  regular  keeper  was  relieved,  and  we 
were  allowed  to  talk. 

I  had  my  men  all  picked  out,  and  I  went 
from  one  to  the  other,  sa)  ing  the  few  earnest 
words  I  could  say. 

Several  of  these  were  converted.  One  or 
two  waniiered  aw  ay  when  they  left  the  prison, 
having  r.o  Christian  friend  to  look  after 
them.  Since  that  time  they  have  come^nto 
the  Helping  Hand,  and  have  been  sweetly 
restored. 

About  two  years  I  went  on  thus.  My  faith 
was  so  simple,  I  felt  the  Lord  would  give  me 
anything  reasonable  I  might  ask.  And  I 
never  had  a  doubt  until  after  I  came  out  of 
prison  and  mingled  with  Christians,  and  their 
wavering,  unstable,  half-and-half  faith  stag- 
gered me. 
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My  cell  eeme.1  all  that  ti.nc  like  heaven 
and  I  care<l  very  little  whether  I  ever  c  ,me 
out  of  ,t  or  no,.  The  love  of  Chrk,  vas  so 
Hf"un<ln,(-,  it  <|ro„„e,l  every  trouble  V 
one  could  insul-  me  If  m,  .  "^""'>'e-  N" 
nic  1  felt  tl,.  I  1  ,  '"><="""■•■" l<s  "bused 
then.  '^"'  '   ••'""'''  ^'"y  ^'"  ■•"«)  forgive 

After  this  [  „as  led  to  pray  lor  my  liberty 
At  first  I  felt  that  the  .lesire  to  be    et  free 

aoout  1  ,  and  He  jrave  me  the  Assurance  that 

re^efvXa^'^"','  '^"-^^^^"^^^^'-     ^nd  It'.-as  1 
havTm'  ^T^T  ''''""  ^'^^  Governor  after 

having  served   about    half   my   time-seven 
yea.s  and  six  months.  " 


CflAPTER  V. 


BACKSLIDDEN. 


T  IKE  many  others,  Jerry  fell,  having  no 
**— '  Christian  friends  to  associate  with,  and 
no  encouragement  from  men. 

"Bear  ye  one  another's  burdens,  and  so 
.'..!fil  the  law  of  Christ." 

He  was  without  friends.  But  again  we  let 
him  tell  his  own  story  : 

"If  I  had  found  a  single  Christian  friend 
at  that  time,  it  would  have  saved  me  years  of 
misery.  It  does  not  seem  to  me  right  to  turn 
men  out  of  prison,  and  make  no  provision  for 
their  well-doing. 

Many  a  poor  fellow  has  been  driven  to 
crime  and  back  again  to  his  prison  cell  for 
want  of  kindly  counsel  and  direction  when  he 
first  came  out  again  into  the  world. 
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never  bpfn  fr.  ^  r>    ^  "      "•      ^  "^id 

bo<ly  i„Xd  „"e' a'"'""  ■"^'-■"■"S.  -d  no- 

les!  l''ho,!nT'''?'  '■'"">'  '■'■"'"  'h'-'  l'>^"fth  Ward 

whI,t/o,ne     nT^r^.  ",  ' -'""'^^^  ^'•■■"'' 
be<=r.      I  drink  it  '.,.""'1'''^    '"'    ^ot 

^^11         ''^""'^".  »"<i  then  began  my  do,vn- 

rro.th:rtr.t:'n;:;,-,i'rT»"^^^°-^"-' 

forget'  "'f  n/  "°''P"'  P^^y'"-?  J  •'^hail  never 
went  to  pUt,"  "■"""^•^  ^^  ^  ^'''  "><=  day  I 

co^«-  tL^--:  Ht7:?:„e  ■^»*-  -' 
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How  I  wonder  that  He  did  not  Ic'  iiic  gc  ' 
But  He  did  not. 

I  had  obtained  work  in  a  lar^^e  '-.'it  shop. 
The  workmen  had  a  strike  and  I  was  one  of 
the  ringleaders.  We  were  all  dismissed,  and 
thus  I  was  thrown  out  of  employment. 

Then,  it  being  war  time,  I  went  into  the 
bounty  business.  Rascally  business  that.  I 
would  pick  men  up  wherever  I  could  find 
them,  get  them  half  drunk,  and  coax  them  to 
enlist. 

They  received  the  bounty,  and  I  had  a 
premium  on  each  of  half  the  amount.  I 
made  a  great  deal  of  money  in  this  wa>-,  which 
I  spent  freely.  I  became  a  sporting  man, 
and  often  went  to  the  races,  and  my  down- 
ward course  was  greatly  quickened. 

I  got  in  with  a  man,  who  has  since  died  of 
delirium  tremens,  and  went  boating  with  him 
on  the  river. 

We  would  buy  stolen  goods  of  the  sailors, 
compel  them  to  enlist  on  fearofdeing  arrest- 
ed, and  we  took  the  bounty.  We  went  on 
for  some  time  in  this  thieving,  racing,  specu- 
lating, and  bounty  business. 

We  kept  a  recruiting  office  in  New  York 
and  another  in    Brooklyn,   and    found  plenty 
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to  do  and  might  have  become  rich  if  ,ve  had 
saved  what  we  made.  »e  nad 

from  easv  "'r'  """"  u^  "'"science  was  far 
irom  easy.     I  remembered  the  days  at  .Sin^ 

m7c;n'al,''r  ^'°T  °^. '-^^  Lo„?  shine  ■„' 

soul:  to  Chrlt    P"""^  "■">•  ■""'"™'  '"  "i" 

no?  stoo"'  'l  "■"'   '11  "T^'  ""d  yet  I  could 
not  stop.      I  seemed  to  be  on  a  down  trick 

,    andrushmg  at  furious  speed.     Vnc",  I  fdt 

A  r,  ^  !?    ""■"  <^°"^^'<-'nce  in  «  hiske,-. 

exxluslvek'h™''""'  T' '  "'="'  '°   boating 
sTo    riti''"^:;"^""'  ^^""'S  ^'""gSled  and 
loicn  goons,      1  here  was  a  good  deal  of  thl« 
business  among  sailors  and  captair's 

I  Sav-e  counterfeit  money  for  the   coods 
unt,l  I  became  well  known  for  this,  and  theri 

me  whe°n^;r  %" P'  '?'' "°  °"^  """I''  ^'-'  fo" 
me  when  they  found   I  gave  them   nothing 

ves!er.,r"'''  l!""'TV  tiver-thief,  boarding 
ves^sels  at  n.ght,  and  doing  the  stealing  my 

h.!^°T,"'^"y  "'"■'■°'"'  «^"Pes  from  death  I 
had  u^,le  engaged  in  this  wicked  business  ! 
One  n.ght  we  were  out  on  the  river  in  our 
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boat  looking  for  cb'^'ices.  We  had  been  dis- 
appointed in  soineofour  plans  at  Greenpoint, 
and  pulled  down  to  the  Williamsburg  ferry, 
where  we  fastened  our  craft  to  the  Idaho,  one 
of  the  regular  ferryboats,  to  be  towed  across 
to  the  New  York  side. 

We  had  steamed  out  a  little  way  into  the 
river,  when  the  Idaho  was  discovered  to  be 
on  fire.  It  seemed  but  the  work  of  a  moment 
from  the  first  alarm  till  the  whole  boat  was  in 
flames.  The  greatest  confusion  prevailed 
among  the  crew  and  passengers.  We  let  go 
as  soon  as  we  could,  for  fear  we  should  be 
swamped  ;  but  before  we  could  push  off  two 
men  jumped  in.  We  rowed  t^'-'m  to  the 
shore  and  then  came  back,  no.  '  ave  life, 
but  to  get  booty. 

Another  ferryboat  came  alongside  and  res- 
cued about  forty  of  the  passengers,  but  there 
were  ten  or  twelve  who  threw  themselves  into 
the  water,  and  these  we  picked  up.  We 
saved  one  Christian  woman.  We  helu  on  to 
her  as  she  clinched  the  sides  of  the  boat  with 
her  hands. 

The  whole  scene  was  terrific.  The  fire 
raging,  the  screams  of  the  perishing,  the 
struggles  of  the  poor  creatures  in  the  water, 
impressed  my  mind  deeply  with  the  thought 
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of  the  last  day  an<l  the  fierv  hell   ,„     u-  u  . 
knew  the  sinner  must  go     ^         '  '°  "''"'^'^  ' 

-•^;'oni'  ?h°s  t'e:::  "n-r^'.p-'""^ '"  "- 

His  children.  Mv  "  „,  "'"^"''""  '°  ^«><^ 
'he  people  go  and  „S  7'"'^''  "^"^  '°  'et 
and  various'-thing  '  Lf  ','''  "'«  '''^'•''^'''  '■^"^. 
river;  but  I  said'"No  ,T'  "'"""'^' "'  ''"= 
as  that  yet."  '   '  ''''™"  '  g^t  so  low 

And  I  thank  God  now   H,  i    i      , 
"hat  I  did,  and  get  -ilWh  '''''"'  """  '^^ 

to  land.  ^^' ""  "'"^e  poor  people  safe 

fendeToff  ait'  'the™?']"  "'^  ''"'^  ^  -P- 
"■as  not  more    han  n    !  n '"  '"'"^  "^  "^ich 
yet  for  that  vvecollrnn    •"■."?''  ■•■  '>^""'  ""^ 
.    The  captain  of     e    '    s "'s  u^if  "'  ?'^=- 
'ng  his  re^•oh•er  fired  ItZ  '  ""''  ''^'^- 

times.     The  bill.  1  ' ,°"'''''  '"'ee,  four 

feel  them  as  .hey  X:/;  "°'^  ''^'"  '  ^^^ 
'hey  did  not  h'^      g^     P"^'  "J'  head,  but 

'i'ne  also  ;  for  wiat  ?  ^"''"""^  <"'   'hat 

dan1,e" ,'  ff,°'  S'  ''>f  "harf  and  out  of 

Something  whiSr'ff  T\ ''"'"  ''^^^^e- 
you,  wherf  woild  ;^'    h    '  t  ''"""  ''^^  hit 

response  of  my  consc,e„;;         """,  '"  '"''  'he 
Ali  the  time   f """"'="«  was,  "In  hell." 

tm,e   1  was  prosecuting  this  busi- 
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ness  I  had  a  lonjring  in  my  sober  moments 
to  be  a  better  man,  to  lead  an  honest  and 
sober  life  ;  but  I  felt  that  after  all  the  joy  and 
peace  I  had  before  had,  I  never  could  come 
to  God  again. 

Satan  always  quoted  that  text  to  me,  "For 
it  is  impossible  for  those  who  were  once  en- 
lightened, and  have  tasted  of  the  heavenly 
gi<t  and   were  made  partakers  of  the   Holy 

Gnost, if  they  shall  fall  away,  to  renew 

them  again  unto  repentance." 

So  to  quell  these  memories  and  convictions, 
I  kept  all  the  time  under  the  influence  of 
liquor. 

If  any  one  had  spoken  to  me  kindly  and 
in  a  Christian  spirit  at  that  time,  it  would  have 
subdued  me,  but  no  one  came  near  the  poor, 
wretched  outcast. 

One  nig^^  we  went  over  to  Brooklyn  on  a 
plundering  expedition. 

I  was  very  drunk.  There  was  a  certain 
vessel  at  che  wharf  which  we  had  our  eye 
upon,  but  I  was  too  intoxicated  to  do  my 
share  of  the  v\ork,  so  I  stayed  in  the  boat 
while  my  partner  boarded  the  ship. 

By  some  mishap  I  fell  into  the  water.  The 
boat  went  one  way,  and  the  eddy  carried  me 
in  another  direction  and  out  from  the  wharf. 
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I  went  down  and  touched  b.ttom.and  rose  to 
the  surface. 

H./^r'"  \  ''''"''  """'^  '*°'^-  The  third  time, 
the  thought  came  to  me,  "This  is  the  last 
and  now  you  are  gone-you  are  drowned."  ' 
He]  seemed  opening  under  my  feet,  and  I 
fancied  I  could  hear  the  wails  and  shrieks  of 
rnH"  R  J^"  something  said,  "Call  on 
But  how  could  I  ?  I  felt  it  was  too 
mean  ;  I  had  smned  too  fearfully 

But  I  did  call,  and  the  Lord  heard  me.  t 
seemed  to  be  lifted  right  up  to  the  surface  of 
the  water,  and  the  boat,  which  had  drifted 
off  m  another  direction,  was  brought  right  to 
me,  so  I  could  get  hold  of  it.  ^         ^      ^" 

I  can't  tell  how  it  was,  but  it  always  seemed 
to  me  a  miracle.    The  water  had  sobered  me 
and  after  I  got  hold  of  the  boat  I  managed 
to  get  m.  ^ 

After  I  was  in.  something  seemed  to  say 
to  me,  God  has  saved  you  for  the  last  time 
If  you  ever  go  out  on  the  river  again.  God 
uill  let  you  drop  mto  hell  and  be  lost  "  It 
was  a  clear,  strong  impression,  but  instead  of 
softenmg  me  it  made  me  angry. 

I  took  my  partner  into  the  boat  without  a 
word.  We  rowed  across  the  river,  and  I  went 
home  and  dried  my  clothes.     A  load  of  guilt 
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was  upon  ine  !  T  could  think  of  nothing  else 
to  do  and  to  rid  myself  of  it  I  drank,  and 
drank,  and  drank.  But  no  amount  of  liquor 
could  drown  that  inward  voice. 

In  spite  of  all,  I  would  have  gone  out  again, 
but  my  partner  met  with  an  accident  which 
prevented  his  going,  so,  notwithstanding  my 
desire,  I  did  not.  We  had  no  money  ;  I 
couldn't  borrow,  and  I  was  actually  in  want. 

While  we  made  money  in  our  wicked  life, 
we  laid  up  nothing,  but  spent  as  fast  as  we 
got  it.  It  was  the  wages  of  iniquity,  and  as 
the  Bible  says.  "Wages  to  put  ....  into  a  bag 
Willi  lioles,"  so  that  it  did  us  no  good.  (Hag. 
I  :6.) 

Tiie  sting  of  conscience  remained  with  me, 
and  a  strange  desire  to  be  out  of  this  wicked 
business,   and  in  some  honorable  employment. 


CHAPTER  V.I. 


STRUGGLING. 


7VA  EN  who  have  been  born  of  God  may 
^^  ^  leave  Jesus,  but  He  follows  them. 
They  are  never  happy  until  they  return. 
Jerry's  heart  ached  to  have  the  love  of  Jesus 
again. 

In  his  little  book,  he  savs  : 

It  seemed  wonderful  that  such  feelings 
should  so  haunt  me  all  the  time  ;  but  now  I 
can  see  that  it  was  the  convicting  power  of 
the  Holy  .Spirit  that  was  pursuing  me,  and 
would  not  let  me  go  until  I  had  been  brought 
back  from  my  wanderings. 

The  John  Allen  excitement  had  just  com- 
menced in  Water  Street,  and  the  good  Chris- 
tian people  were  going  through  the  ward  to 
bring  in  the  sinners  to  the  meetings.      I  was 
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sittincT  in  ,ny  room  one  of  those  UTetchcd 
days,  when  I  hearfi  a  straii^rcr  in  the  hall  be- 
low. 

The  landlady  uas  upstairs,  and  the  person 
who  nad  entered  came  up. 

Just  outside  my  door  I  heard  a  pleasant 
voice  say  to  her,  "Do  you  love  Jesus  ?"  That 
voice— those  words!  .  It  seemed  like  lon^r. 
forgotten  music.  ^^ 

It  recalled  the  past  happy  days  when  I  had 
known  the  love  of  Jesus,  and  inv  heart  was 
deeply  touched.  «'x\o,  indade, 'do  I  love 
Jesus;  and  who  is  He?"  was  the  rouiih 
answer  I  heard. 

"My  good  woman,  and  don't  you  know  who 
Jesus  is  ?"  and  then  the  person  passed  on  to 
the  top  of  the  house,  and  the  landlarlv  came 
into  my  room. 

"Who  is  that  r  said  I. 

"Oh,  it's  one  of  them  tract  pedlers,"  said 
she. 

"Why  don't  >'ou  treat  the  man  with  res- 
pect," said  I. 

She  was  silent,  but  I  thought  at  once  that 
perhaps  this  man,  whoever  he  might  be, 
might  get  me  a  job  of  honest  work  ;  so  I  went 
out  and  waited  on  the  landing  till  he  came 
downstairs. 
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He  saw  me  ;  but  I  was  a  fri^^hlful-lookin^' 
object,  and  1  think  he  was  a  Utile  scared  at 
facing  me. 

However,  I  accosted  him,  and  he  told  me 
to  come  down  stairs  and   he  would  talk  with 

me. 

I  had  a  cu.ored  shirt  on,  an  old  pair  of 
pants,  and  my  hair  w;us  cropped  prett\-  close. 
1  don't  wonder  the  missionary  didn't  want  to 
talk  with  me  on  the  landing,  b"t  preferred  to 
have  me  below  on  the  paveiu^n 

We  walked  out  together,  up  the  street,  till 
we  came  to  the  New  Bowery.  As  we  ap- 
proached the  Howard  Mission  he  invited  me 
in.  I  didn't  !:now  until  then  that  there  was 
such  a  place. 

A  gentleman  there  met  us,  and  spoke 
kindly.  They  both  said  that  if  I  would  sign 
the  pledge  they  would  see  what  thev  could 
do  for  me. 

The  idea  struck  me  as  it  had  never  done 
before,  that  a  drunkard  like  me  couldn't  get 
work,  and  there  was  no  hope  of  decent  em- 
ployment unless  I  did  reform.  So  I  signed 
it.  But  I  told  them  1  shouldn't  be  likely  to 
keep  it,  that  I  had  taken  it  many  times  be- 
fore and  broken  it. 

I  wanted    to    be    honest,    but    I    knew    1 
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couldn't  keep  it.      •'Try  it  again."  they  said. 

"and  ask  God  to  help  vou." 

And  I  said.  "Well,  to  please  you,  I  will  " 
I  went  right  home  from  there  and  told  my 

partner  what  I  had  done. 

H(nv  he  laughed  !  "V'ou  take  the  pl.>dge  •" 
he  said,  ^ 

Me  had  a  bottle  of  gin  in  his  hand  at  that 
moment  and  turning  out  a  glass  offered  it  to 
me. 

"To  y  said  I,  "I  have  just  taken  the 
pledge. 

Hut  I  drank  it;  and  as  I  put  down  the  glass. 
1  added,  "Now  this  is  the  last  drink  I  shall 
ever  take."  He  r  "  '  "Yes.  till  you  get  the 
ne.xt. 

Just  at  that  moment  in  walked  the  mis- 
sionary. I  kept  as  far  awav  from  him  as  I 
could,  so  that  he  might  not  smell  my  breath. 

I  thmk  if  he  had  asked  nie  I  should  have 
honestly  confessed  what  I  had  done.  But  he 
did  not.  He  only  invited  me  to  go  out  and 
walk  with  him. 

I  went;  and  as  we  walked  I  told  him  I  was 
gomg  out  on  the  river  that  night,  for  we  were 
dead  broke,  I  was  hungry,  and  must  have 
money. 

He  looked  sad  and  troubled.    "Jerry."  said 
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he,  "before  you  clo  (hat,  I'll  take  this  coat  off 
my  back  antl  pawn  it,  and  give  you  the 
money." 

I  looked  at  the  coat  and  saw  it  was  worn 
and  old,  and  it  touclicd  me  to  the  heart. 

It  was  as  much  as  I  could  do  to  keep  the 
tears  out  of  my  eyes.  "Here's  this  good  man," 
I  said  to  myself,  "poor  as  I  know  he  must  be, 
willing  to  take  the  coat  off  his  back  and  j)au  n 
it  to  keep  me  from  doing  wrong."  I  don't 
know  as  he  saw  the  effect  of  his  words,  but  I 
hung  my  head.  "I  will  give  you  a  te.vt  out 
of  the  Bible,"  said  he.  ".Seek  ye  first  the 
kingdom  of  God,  and  His  rightef)usness,  and 
all  these  things  shall  be  added  unto  you.'" 

I  remember  my  answer  :  "I'll  take  that  text 
rnd  trust  God." 

Then  he  went  away,  and  in  a  little  while  he 
brought  ^e  fifty  cents.  I  got  sometliing  to 
eat,  and  ive  did  not  go  out  boating. 

The  next  day,  as  Tom  and  ,  with  Maria 
(now  my  beloved  wife  and  helper)  and  Nellie, 
the  two  girls  with  whom  Tom  and  I  were  in- 
timate, were  in  our  room  together,  the  mis- 
sionary, with  some  Christian  ladies,  came  in 
to  sec  us.  They  talked  with  us  a  while,  and 
then  said  they  would  pray.  I  wished  they 
wouldn't,  but  I  had  not  the  courage  to  say  so, 
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and  they  wml  on.  Those  pravcrs  had  a 
uoiidcrfiil  cllcct  upon  inc. 

Day  after  (!a\-  ni\'  new  frii-nd  followed  me 
up,  and  so  closely  that  I  eould  ^'et  no  chance 
to  drink.  "Tom,"  I  would  say,  -I'm  goin^ao 
turn  over  a  new  leaf." 

liut  Tom  would  answer,  "Will  the  Lord 
come  down  from  heaven  to  <rive  vou  a  beef- 
steak ?" 

"I  he  missi(jnary  would  often  repeat  the 
text  he  had  <^\\cn  me,  but  Tom  would ji't  ac- 
cept it.  I  felt,  howe\er,  that  I  could.  I  had 
had  some  experience  which  he  had  not,  and 
I  believed  the  Word  of  the  Lord. 

Soon  after  this  we  were  invited  to  the  mis- 
sionary's h(nise  to  take  tea.  He  lent  me  a 
coat  to  wear. 

After  tea  they  had  sin^nng  and  prayer.      I 
cried  and  cried.     "Pray  for  >ourself,"  said  he 
''and  God  will  save  you.' 

"I  don't  know  how,"  I  said,  "I  can't  put 
the  words  together."  It  wasn't  that  I  had 
forgotten  all  about  praying,  but  after  I  had 
smned  so  fearfully,  I  felt  afraid  to  utter  such 
solemn  words. 

"Pray  the  prayer  of  the  publican,"  some 
on.  cried,  "  'God  be  merciful  to  me  a  sin- 
ner.' " 
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I  prayed  it.  My  heart  was  all  broken,  and 
I  repeated  the  words  over  and  over. 

"Put  in  'For  Jesus'  sake'  "  said  the  mis- 
sionary. 

So  I  put  that  in,  and  oh,  the  joy  that  came 
into  my  heart  !  not  like  the  first  time,  but 
more  calm  and  peaceful. 

"I  am  saved,"  I  cried  ;  "Jesus  has  saved 
me. 

Oh, the  joy  and  excitement  of  that  evening! 
I  shall  never  forget  it.  These  good  people 
had  come  down  into  the  Fourth  Ward  to 
labor  among  the  very  lowest  of  low  and  wick- 
ed men  and  women,  and  God  had  given 
them  a  trophy  in  me,  one  of  the  hardest  cases 
in  the  ward.  How  their  faith  was  strength- 
ened ! 

After  that  the  missionary  used  often  to 
walk  around  with  me,  his  arm  in  mine.  This 
was  a  great  help  to  me,  for  all  my  old  com- 
panioiis  had  heard  of  my  conversion,  and  it 
was  such  a  strange  event  that  they  would 
shout  after  me.  So  it  was  a  protection  to  be 
with  one  whom  they  truly  respected. 

It  is  not  so  much  of  an  event  now  for  a 
notorious  sinner  to  be  converted  in  Water 
Street.      The   wonders  of  God's   grace   have 
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been  greatly   multiplied    down   there  within 
the  last  few  years. 

Before  this  came  about  I  had  a  long  and 
trying  probation.  I  found  work  in  the  Ferry 
Company.     There  I  was  tempted  and  drank 


again. 


My  good  friend,  the  missionary,  had  left 
the  city,  the  meetings  were  given  up,  and  I 
felt  lonely  and  sad.  I  had  not  then  joined 
any  Church, 

Maria  was  out  of  the  city,  and  I  felt  I 
must  go  and  see  her.  I  took  Sunday  r  the 
visit,  though  conscience  told  me  I  was  doing 


wrong. 


It  was  a  cold,  snowy  day.  I  went  in  the 
stage,  and  when  wc  reached  the  half-way 
house  all  the  passengers  got  out  and  drank. 
They  looked  at  me  as  they  were  taking  their 
hot  whiskey,  seemingly  with  pity,  as  though  I 
couldn't  afford  to  buy.  My  pride  was 
touched.  I  went  up  to  the  bar  and  asked  for 
sarsaparilla.  The  man  handed  me  a  gin- 
bottle  and  glass.  There  was  an  inward  con- 
flict, and  I  grieved  the  Spirit. 

Coming  back  from  my  visit,  I  lost  the 
stage,  and  had  to  put  in  at  a  hotel.  There 
the  devil  made  me  drink  again.  I  could 
only  think  of  the  house,   "empty,  swept  and 
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garnished,"  where  the  unclean  spirit  had 
dvvelt  "Then  goeth  he,  and  taketh  with 
himse  f  seven  other  spirits  more  wicked  than 
himself,  and  they  enter  in  and  dwell  there  ' 
and  the  last  state  of  that  man  is  worse  than 
the  first. 

The  unclean  spirit  had  come  back  into  my 
heart  with  his  miserable  company,  and  I  was 
in  a  sad  plight. 

I  went  out  of  the  hotel  and  went  straight 
to  a  Church  which  was  open.  I  sat  down 
and  though  I  was  drunk,  I  seemed  to  know 
what  was  going  on.  I  was  angry  with  my- 
self and  cursed  God.  I  said.  -I'll  never  go 
back  to  Water  Street  to  disgrace  God  and 
the  good  people  there."  I  made  up  my  mind 
1  would  kill  myself. 

I  vvent  out  from   the  Church  and  took  the 
cars  for  home.      What  a  day  I   had  spent  I 
My  brain  was  on   fire.      My  heart  was  cast 
Clown.      My    conscience    was    sore.     Yes     I 
thought  again,  "I  will  kill  myself." 

I  made  up  my  mind  to  let  myself  down  from 
the  platform  and   let  the  cars  go  over  me 
the  co„^^,^^Q^  ^^.^^  ^j^^^^  ^^^  p^^j^^^  ^^ 

in.  While  I  was  watching  my  opportunity 
the  Holy  Spirit  came  to  me  and  my  heart 
was  softened. 
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I  he  next  night  I  went  to  a  meeting      n 
was  during  the  John  Allen  excitement.    They 

u^v  n  »\°^T'  '''''"^^'^  P''^>'^''s  to  stand  up. 
Well,  thmks  I,  "them  fellows  can't  hurt  me 
praymg  for  me;"  so  I  stood  up  and  confessed 
my  sm,  and  asked  the  Christians  to  pray  for 
me,  and  I  prayed  myself  that  God  would  for- 
give  me. 

The  Sunday  after  this  last  slip  I  went  into 
the  Howard  Mission,  while  the  Sunday-school 
children  were  singing.  I  sat  down  on  a  side 
seat,  and  then  I  saw  on  the  platform  a  gentle- 
man who  had  been  introduced  to  me  by  the 
missionary,  and  had  spoken  kind  and  en- 
couragmg  words  to  me. 

He  looked  at  me  and  recognized  me  with  a 
friendly  smile  and  nod.  I  felt  ashamed  to 
look  him  in  the  face. 

Just  before  the  meeting  closed  I  got  up 
and  slipped  out  of  the  door  for  fear  he  would 
come  and  speak  to  me.  I  did  not  want  him 
to  know  that  I  had  been  doing  wrong. 

But  he  was  too  quick  for  me.  He  caught 
me  in  the  passage  outside  the  chapel  door 
before  I  could  get  down  the  steps.  He  held 
out  his  hand  and  seeing  my  downcast  looks, 
said,  "What  is  the  matter,  Jerry  ?" 
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I  held  back  my  hand  and  said,   "I  am  not 
fit  for  you  to  speak  to  me." 

He  said,  "Why,  what  is  the  trouble  ?  Tell 
me  all  about  it." 

I  then  said,  "I  have  been  in  hell  for  three 
days,"  and  I  told  him  what  had  happened. 

He  gave  me  a  warm  squeeze  of  the  hand, 
and  then,  putting  both  his  hands  on  my 
shoulders,  and  look/.g  me  straight  in  the 
eye,  with  his  own  laoist  with  sympathy,  he 
said,  "Don't  give  it  up,  Jerry  ;  try  again,  'and 
keep  trying,  and  hold  on  to  Jesus." 

His  words  and  look  and  hearty  grip 
strengthened  and  encouraged  me  wonder- 
fully. 

All  this  time  I  had  kept  up  the  use  of  to- 
bacco, and  that  created  a  thirst  in  me.  And  I 
didn't  belong  to  any  Church,  and  so  had  no 
Christian  influence  to  hold  me. 

But  soon  after  that  I  joined  the  Methodist 
Church  on  probation,  and  that  strengthened 
me. 

I  had  another  trial.  I  was  required  to  work 
on  Sunday.  I  told  my  employer  I  was  not 
only  reformed,  but  trying  to  lead  a  Christian 
life.  "Jerry,"  said  he,  "you  are  no  better 
than  I.  I  am  a  Christian  man,  but  have  to 
work  on  Sunday,  and  you  must  too.      I  want 
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you  to  come  to-morrow  to  work."     But  r  felt 
It  was  wrong  and   did   not  go.     On  Monday 
morning  I  was  discharged.      I  felt  badh-,  for 
he  was  a  Church  member,  and  I  a  poor,  weak 
begmner  m  the  Christiui  life.    "Never  mind," 
said  my  boss,  trying  to  console  me  ;  "you  go 
to  work  and  I  guess  it  will  be  all  right." 
"No,  I  won't,"  said  I  ;  "I  will  trust  God." 
But  I  would  not  leave  until  I  had  seen  my 
employer.     I  found  him  leaning  over  the  side 
of   the    ferryboat.      I    taJDped    him    on     the 
shoulder. 

He  made  no  answer,  but  T  knew  he  had 
heard  me.  I  tapped  him  on  the  shoulder 
again. 

"Captain  C,"  said  I,  "havej'ou  discharged 
me  for  wishing  to  keep  the  Sabbath  ?" 

He  did  not  answer. 

"Captain  C,  have  you  discharged  me  for 
trying  to  do  right  ?" 

"Jerry,"  said  he,  "you  haven't  accommodat- 
ed me,  and  I  can't  accommodate  you." 

"Good  morning,"  said  I,  and  walked  away. 

After  I  began  to  try  to  live  right,  I  went  on 
for  some  time  without  work  ;  then  my  friend, 
the  missionary,  came  back,and  introduced  me 
to  iMr.  H.,  a  rich  gentleman  in  the  city.  Mr. 
H.  shook  hands  with  me,  and  told  me  to  keep 


V  n\ 


52 


THE  LIFE  OF 


'  lii 


uu 


i    ! 


ri 


't'l    ■ 


1     t 


m  want  to  come  ilown  to  his  office  and  see 
hnr,  ;  and  he  gave  me  his  number. 

The  shake  of  his  hand  and  his  encouragine 
words  built  me  up.  "'"fenig 

I  resolved  that  I  would  never  go  to  him  for 
money  but  his  kindness  put  n'ew  lif:  into 
me  ,  and  I  often  went  to  him  after  that  for 
encouragement  and  advice.     No  matter  how 

me  and  would  often  excuse  himself  from  his 
big  friends  to  talk     -th  me 

Soon  after  this  I  got  a  job  of  work,  was  led 
into  scenes  of  temptation  and  fell  ag;in 

i3ut  this  was  the  last  time.     I  rc'solvedtn 

wh':  f^fuiK^""',  "■*="'  '■""'  ^  Christian  family 

wrhoirytrx'" '"'  """• '"' '  ^-^ 

And  here  let  me  say  a  word  about  tobacco 
Lhns  lan  s  life  ;  but  when  a  man  has  had  an 

dnnkng,  the  use  of  tobacco  is  positively  fatal. 

t  »,ll  surely  bring  him   back  to  his  cups. 

If  I  had  given  it  up  when  I  gave  up  rum    ? 

'ul  ftllV  v7'r'.'"-'=  '"^  noLofthUf:;r! 
last,  bj-  the  grace  of  God,   to  do  the  clean 
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thin}?— to  give  up  every  sinful  habit,  and  from 
that  time  Jesus  has  kept  me. 

After  a  time  my  work  ceased,  but  the 
money  I  had  saved  lasted  me  some  time. 

When  I  got  to  the  last  five  dollars  I  went 
into  my  room  and  prayed  most  earnestly  for 
work,  and  before  I  came  out  I  felt  the  as- 
surance that  my  prayer  was  answered. 

In  a  few  days  a  situation  was  offered  me  in 
the  custom  house  for  four  dollars  a  day.  But 
there  I  preached  Jesus  too  much,  and  was 
soon  turned  away. 

Then  I  got  steady  employment  in  another 
place,  where  also  I  testified  for  Jesus.  I  had 
been  there  only  a  little  while  before  a  com- 
panion began  to  swear.      I  reproved  him. 

"We  can  get  along  without  swearing " 
said  I.  ^' 

I'What  !"  said  he, "are  you  a  Churchman  ?" 
"No,   I  am  a    Christian,    or  trying  to   be 

one,"  I  replied. 
So  I  was  spotted  among  the  workmen,  and 

pointed  out  as  one  of  the  h\-pocrites.     One 

man,  a  German,  I   was  perm'itted  to  lead  to 

Christ. 
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SER\ICE. 

^ENvvhoarelully  saved  from  sin,  al- 
ways  labor  for  the  salvation  of  others 

ne  called  a  trance,  or  vision 

It  seemed  to  him  that  he  was  singing  at 
".s  worl<   and  he  thought  that  he  was  work 
■ng^or  the  Lord.     He  had  a  house  and  peo. 
pie  were  commg  in.     There  was  a  bath    and 
as   they    entereH    ^^  u     .  ' 

them         !    r     '  '''''^^'^    ^"^    cleansed 

-  on-rLdr  .^rstX  :'ret 
rrbrSsant^^'^"--'--" 

vis"„'"Th"rr''""'^^^"^°"'°f  di- 
vision.    The  Lord  asl<ed  him  ■ 

"Would  you  do  that  for  the   Lord  if  He 
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should  call  you  ?    Would  you  do  it  for  Jesus' 
sake  ?" 

And  he  answered  :  "Yes,  Lord,  open  the 
way,  and  I  will  ^o."  He  felt  he  could  go 
down  and  labor  where  he  had  lived,  in  the 
filth,  misery,  drunkenness  and  Romanism. 

His  health  commenced  to  fail  and  he  at- 
tended some  camp-meeting,  and  made  it 
known  that  he  was  going  to  open  a  Mission 
on  Water  Street.  There  was  a  few  hundred 
dollars  given  to  him  to  help  to  start  it.  The 
Lord  opened  the  way  for  him  to  open  a  Mis- 
sion  next  to  John  Allen's  dance  house,  316 
Water  Street,  New  York.  The  man  who 
owned  the  house  gave  it  to  him  for  that  pur- 
pose. 

He  opened  it  as  a  resort  for  the  forlorn 
way-farers,  sailors  and  others  who  frequented 
the  locality. 

He  put  up  a  sign,  "Helping  Hand  for 
Men."  It  served  as  a  guide-board  to  bring 
many  to  Christ. 

Shortly  after  he  took  possession  of  the 
house,  some  Christian  friends  in  the  city  pro- 
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vided  a  dinner  on  Thanksgiving  Day.  A 
bountiful  dinner  was  provided  ind  the  needy 
were  invited  in.  The  day  closed  with  a  re- 
ligious service,  and  the  Holy  Spirit  was 
poured  out  upon  the  whole  company. 

The  following  is  Jerry's  description  of  it : 

On  Thanksgiving  we  gave  a  good  dinner 
to  one  hundred  and  fifty  poor  people,  and 
afterwards  we  had  a  kind  of  a  family  prayer- 
meeting.  Brother  Rae  proposing  to  give 
thanks  for  the  grand  day  we  had  exper- 
ienced. 

We  got  together  for  prayer  and  singing, 
and  while  this  was  going  on,  the  outside  peo- 
ple flocked  in  and  crowded  the  house. 

Such  a  sight  I  never  saw,  sinners  crying, 
*«God  have  mercy  on  me,"  "Lord  help  me  :" 
and  while  I  was  on  my  knees  the  Lord  said, 

"You  had  better  open  the  door  every  even- 

>> 
ing. 

And  so  I  did  :  and  this  was  l..e  beginning 
of  the  grand  revival  since  carried  on  at  the 
Water  Street  Mission,  commencing  in  such  a 
humble  way,  and  yet  doings  such  a  great 
work  among  all  sorts  of  people — rich  and 
poor,  high  and  low." 
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SERVICE  OF  HIS  WIIE. 

JERRY  was   married   before  he   rece'ved 
the  vision   to  open  the   Mission.      He 
^    .isidered  that  his  wife  was   very  useful   in 
^ne  work  of  the  Lord.     He  says  : 

She  was  the  frut  of  Water  Street  Mission 
work,  and  I  am  sure  that  my  work  at  the 
Helpmor  Hand  would  not  be  half  so  success- 
ful as  It  IS  without  her.  She  is  truly  a  help- 
meet from  the  Lord  to  me. 

She  was,  like  myself,  a  Romanist,  brought 
up  m  superstition  and  bigotry.  When  she 
grew  up  she  was  obliged,  like  thousands  of 
others,  to  earn  her  own  living,  and  for  that 
purpose  came  to  the  city. 

Here  she  was  exposed  co  temptation  on 
every  side.     She  went  into  worldly  pleasures, 
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as  young  people  are  apt  to  do,  and  before 
lon^  acquired  a  love  for  drink. 

About  the  time  of  my  conversion  s'ir  was 
invited  to  the  John  Allen  Mission.  She  at- 
tended the  meetin^iis,  but  the  Gospel  invita- 
tions she  heard  did  n^  ^  seem  to  do  her  any 
good. 

They  fell  upov  i.er  ear,  but  that  was  all. 
They  sounded  U.  her,  as  she  often  says,  like 
an  unknown  tongue.  And  yet  they  were  not 
altogether  new,  for  they  called  up  to  her 
memory  things  she  had  heard  in  her  child- 
hood, when  she  had  been  at  one  time,  a 
member  of  a  Protestant  Sunday-school. 

And  here,  I  think,  is  encouragement  for 
Christian  people  to  bring  in  such  children 
into  their  Mission  Sunday-schools,  even  if 
they  do  belong  to  another  faith. 

The  mission  workers  labored  with  Maria 
kindly  and  faithfully,  but  still  she  was  not 
converted.  She  did,  however,  promise  to 
give  up  drinking,  and  after  a  while  was  per- 
suaded to  leave  the  city,  and  take  a  situation 
with  a  Christian  family  in  the  country. 

Her  friends  hoped  that  in  this  way,  by 
leaving  the  places  of  temptation,  and  living 
among  good  people,  she  would  be  brought 
to  choose  the  right  way. 
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Here  she  was  tau-ht  in  reli^nous  thirR.s 
but  still  her  heart  was  not  reached. 
an;fth J^r '" T.'"'  '"""''''  ''^"  '^^^  ^^'^  h"'"^  f'^r 

ua.  that  suddenly  the  truths  of  the  Gosncl 
were  revealed  to  her.  ^ 

Her  blind  eyes  in  an  une.xpected  moment 
were  touched,  and  she  saw ;  her  deaf " 
were  unstopped,  and  she  heard.  The  way  of 
salvat.on  opened  before  her,  and  the  words 
she  had  so  o  teu  heard,  a.id  which  had  slipped 
oft  from  her  l,ke  water  from  a  rock  were  all 
at  once  full  of  life  and  power. 

They  came  to  her  just  as  knowledge  seems 
to  open  to  a  little  child,  we  don't  know  how 
only  we  find,  when  we  are  not  lookinL^  for  it' 
that  the  child  knows.  ^  ' 

They  took  hold  of  her  conscience  and 
heart ;  the  lessons  of  her  childhood  came  to 
her  with  a  meaning  they  had  never  had.  and 
^hebehev^^^ 

When  Jesus  was 
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ceived  H.m  gladly,   and   gave  herself  wh 
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Her  faith  was  chilcllike,  her  love  simple 
and  earnest. 

She  at  once  received  power  to  lift  her  out 
of  the  bondage  of  sinful  appetite,  and  her 
soul  was  possessed  with  a  love  for  sinners, 
and  a  desire  to  lead  others  to  the  same  pre- 
cious Saviour  she  had  found. 

She  could  not  rest  day  or  night  for  the 
longing  she  had  to  tell  the  glad  story  of  her 
salvation. 

She  came  back  to  the  city  and  commenced 
missionary  work,  in  the  employ  of  some 
Christian  ladies,  as  a  Bible  reader  in  the 
Fourth  Ward. 

She  found  easy  access  to  tenement  houses, 
liquor  saloons,  and  dens  of  infamy,  and  in 
every  place  testified  of  the  grace  of  Christ, 
and  besought  sinners  to  behold  the  Lamb  of 
God,  who  taketh  away  the  sins  of  the  world. 
Many  believed,  forsook  their  evil  ways,  and 
came  to  Jesus,  who  are  living  witnesses  for 
the  Lord  to-day. 

I  bless  God  that  He  permitted  us  to  be 
united,  and  to  work  together  in  the  Helping 
Hand  ;  and  I  hope  God  will  let  us  live  a  great 
while  to  labor  for  souls. 

We  find  it  sweet  to  work  for  Him,  and 
though  we  know  we   are  in  ourselves  weak 
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and  helpless,  and  prone  to  mistakes,  yet  v/e 
trust  in  the  Lord  and  feel  that  His  precious 
blood  is  applied  every  moment  to  cleanse  and 
save  us.     Glory  be  to  Jesus  ! 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


SAGACITY. 


TN  common  with  all  the  true  disciples  of  Jesus, 
-*■  Jerry  was  much  opposed  by  his  relatives, 
who  were  Roman  Catholics  and  were  much 
displeased  with  him. 

One  of  his  sisters  came  to  talk  to  him  ;  he 
attempted  to  show  her  from  the  Scriptures 
that  there  was  only  one  name  whereby  we 
can  be  saved.  Sne  pleaded  with  him  to  go 
with  her  to  the  priest.  He  consented  and 
went  with  her. 

•'You  have  come  here  to  be  convinced  of 
your  errors,"  said  the  priest,  as  they  seated 
themselves  in  his  room. 

••I  have,"  said  Jerry,  "If  you  can  convince 
me  from  the  Bible.  Father,  do  you  believe 
it  to  be  an  inspired  Book  ?" 
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"Certainly." 

'•Do  you  believe  this  of  the  Protestant 
Bible  ?" 

"Certainly  ;  there  is  little  difference." 
"I  am  glad  you  feel  so,  to  start  with,"  said 
Jerry. 

"You  will  allow  the  Catholic  Church  to  be 
the  first,"  the  priest  replied. 

"Yes,  if  you  leave  the  Roman  out,"  Jerry 
answered.  But  the  priest  took  no  notice  of 
that. 

"Christ   said,"  Jerry  went  on,    '«that  the 
gates  of  hell  should  not  prevail  against  His 
Church.     Now,  if  the  gates  of  hell  have  pre- 
vailed, Christ  was  a  liar.     The  gates  of  hell 
have   not   prevailed.     The  first  Church  was 
made   up  of  the    twelve    apostles.     One  of 
these  was  a  traitor  ;  but  the  gates  didn't  pre- 
vail then,  and  haven't  since.     Have  you  ever 
read  the  history  of  Rome  ?     Well,  they  were 
fearfully    wicked    in    Luther's    time.     They 
themselves   acknowledged    that    the  Church 
was  corrupt  and   needed    reformation.      But 
still  the  Church  did  not  go  down.      Do  you 
believe  Luther  was  a  good  man  ?" 

"He  could  not  have  been,"  said  the  priest, 
"for  no  man  is  good  who  breaks  his  vows." 
"A  bad  vow  is  better  broken  than   kept," 
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said  Jerry  ;   but  the  priest  did   not  reply  to 
that. 

••Do  you  believe  in  the  Mass  ?"  said  the 
priest. 

••No,  I  never  read  of  the  Mass  or  Confes- 
sion in  the  Bible.  It  is  most  degrading  to 
bow  down  before  a  fellow-man  to  worship 
him."  ^ 

••You  are  not  required  to  do  that.  We 
take  the  sins  on  us,  and  stand  between  you 
and  God." 

••Then  you  stand  in  place  of  Christ.  Now 
God  tells  us  to  go  into  our  closet  and  pray  in 
secret,  and  H^  will  reward  us  openly." 

The  priest  replied,  "But  does  not  James 
say,  "Confess  yourfaults  one  to  another  ?" 

••Yes,"  said  Jerry,  "that  is  just  what  we  do 
in  our  prayer-meetings.  When  .we  have 
been  led  into  sin  we  say  so,  and  repent  and 
come  to  Jesus  and  testify  of  His  willingness 
to  receive  us." 

"Well,  that's  right." 

•'And  now,"  said  Jerry,  "while  we  are  on 
this  point,  you  have  as  good  a  right  to  con- 
fess to  me  as  I  have  to  confess  to  you.  'Con- 
fess one  to  another,'  the  Bible  says.  Then 
what  do  you  do  with  these  verses  :  'There 
is    none    other    name    given    under    heaven 
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among  men  whereby  we  can  be  saved,'  and, 
Iherc  IS  one  Mediator  between  God  and 
man,  the  man  Christ  Jesus  ?'  You  presume 
to  be  the  mediator.  You  take  my  sister's 
sms,  for  instance,  on  yourself,  you  say,  and 
bear  them  to  God." 

Then  Jerry  told    him    of  his  experience. 
He  said  : 

"I  have  been  a  drunkard  and  a  thief,  one 
of  the  wickedest  men  that  ever  h'ved.  I  have 
been  in  State-prison,  and  yet  this  Jesus,  who 
1?  despised  in  your  Church,  has  picked  me 
out  of  the  gutter,  has  washed  and  cleansed 
and  saved  me.  But  you  say  all  the  Protes- 
tants  will  be  damned." 

"Oh  no,"  said  be  "no  ;  I  believe  that  every 
good  Protestant  will  go  to  heaven  ;  but  the 
turn-coats  ;  they  will  surely  be  lost." 

"My  sister  can  tell  you  what  a  bad  man  I 
was,  and  what  has  been  done  for  me.     Ac- 
cording to  your  theory,  this   is  just  to  fit  me 
tor  hell,  and  it  must  be  the  work  of  Satan." 
"Satan  often  becomes  an  angel  of  light." 
"Then  he  certainly  has  become  a  friend  to 
me^    But  no.  that  is  not  so  ;  I  am  not  a  slave 
ot  hatan,  I  am  a  free  man.     Jesus  has  set  me 
free,  as  the  Bible  says   He  will  do  for  everv 
one  that  believes  in  Him." 
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"We  don't  follow  the  Bible." 
"What  do  you  follow  ?" 
"The  traditions  of  the  Church." 
"I  didn't  come  here   to  argue,  Father  G., 
but  to  convince  my  sister  of  the  truth.      I  am 
not  afraid  of  the  priest.    The  Lord  has  open- 
ed my  eyes.     Your  people  are  afraid  of  you. 
You  will  lie  to  benefit  the  Church  ;  but  God 
has  said,  'All  liars  shall  have  their  part  in  the 
lake  that  burneth  with  fire  and  brimstone.'" 
Referring  to  this  incident,  Jerry  says  : 
"I  talked   fearlessly  and  faithfully  to  him. 
My  heart  was  full  of  peace  and  joy,  and  I  be- 
lieve the  Lord  that  night  fulfilled   His  own 
Word  and  made  the  weak  and  foolish  things 
to  confound  the  mighty." 


CHAPTER  X. 

SUNSHINE  AND  SHADOW. 

^TnniS  chapter  will  not  be  understood  by 
those  who  are  livin^r  fn  luxury.      It  is 
only  those   who  live   by  faith   that  can  fully 
appreciate  it.      ft  it  not  livin-  and   working 
by  faith  when  there  is  an  income.      He  says 
As  we  made  it  a  rule  to  neither  beg  noi 
run  in  debt,   our  finances  would   frequently 
run  low,  and  we  found  ourse'ves  more  than 
once  with  little  in  the  treasury ;  then  again 
vye  would  feel   rich  when   we  found   we  had 
S^io.uo  in   cash.     We   borrowed    no  trouble 
about   finances,   but    trusted    wholly    in   the 
Lord. 

Before  the  cold  weather  set  in  the  workers 
prayed  earnestly  for  the  uintcr's  supjih-  of 
coal.     Two  business  men.  one  of  whom 'had 
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been  converted  but  a.  few  months  before  at 
the  mission,  felt  moved  to  send  in  a  thank- 
offering  to  the  Lord.  The  other  had  been 
for  many  months  a  devoted  worker  there. 
Said  the  first  :  "Let  us  join  and  send  them 
coal  enough  to  last  the  winter  months."  The 
thought  was  of  God,  before  whom  the  earnest 
prayer  had  just  gone  up.  It  was  done,  and 
all  trouble  on  that  score  was  settled. 

On  anothfer  occasion  a  gas  bill  came  in, 
and  there  was  not  a  cent  in  the  treasury;  but 
it  was  taken  to  the  Father,  to  whom  belongs 
the  silver  and  the  gold.  In  the  course  of  the 
day  a  letter  was  received  containing  just  the 
amount  of  che  bill,  and  the  car-fare  of  the 
messenger  who  should  go  to  pay  it. 

One  night  we  found  the  mission  without  a 
cent,  and  forty  odd  tramps  to  feed  and  noth- 
ing to  offer  them. 

It  was  a  time  to  test  my  views,  for  I  had 
declared  I  would  let  the  Lord  have  His  way, 
and  whenever  He  ceased  to  provide,  I  would 
accept  it  as  an  evidence  that  He  did  not  want 
us  to  go  on,  and  as  He  supplier  our  neces- 
sities, would  consider  He  was  pleased  to  have 
us  continue. 

I  felt  for  those  poor  hungry  men.  Some 
of  them  had   probably    not    tasted    a    bit    of 


JERRVMCAULEY. 


69 


food  for  two  or  three  days  ;  they  had  no 
money  to  help  themselves,  and  when  tney 
came  on  Saturday  nijrht  we  usually  kept 
them  over  Sunday,. but  on  this  night  we  were 
broke. 

We  proceeded  to  the  mission  room  and 
commenced  the  services,  and  some  souls  were 
saved. 

But  even  when  nine  o'clock  had  come, 
strange  to  say  no  one  had  handed  us  a 
penny. 

As  the  meeting  drew  to  a  close  and  noth- 
ing came,  oh,  how  dark  everything  looked  • 
my  faith  trembled. 

I  could  hardly  keep  from  crying  as  I  looked 
into  the  hungry  faces  of  my  poor  tramps  and 
converts. 

I  spoke  to  my  wife  about  them,  and  she 
replied  : 

"The  Lord  will  provide  ;  you  see  if  He 
don't  !" 

I  clos'  with  a  heavy  heart  and  dismissed 
the  meet.  ;,  and  my  wife  took  her  position 
at  the  door,  as  usual,  to  shake  hands  with 
the  folks  as  they  went  out.  A  lady  passed 
out  with  her  husband,  and  after  going  five  or 
ten  yards  suddenly  stopped,  and  coming 
back  to  my   wife,   said,    "Mrs.    McAuley,  we 
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keep  a  baker's  shop  in  Clu  rry  Street,  and  I 
just  happened  to  think  you  had  better  send 
up  and  ^et  five  doMar's  worth  of  bread  !" 

There  was  God's  hand  in  answer  to  prayer, 
and  we  soon  had  enou^li  for  all  and  some  to 
spare. 

Another  time  we  had  used  our  last  cent. 
We  said  nothinj^  about  it  in  the  morninjif,  but 
prayed  secretly  for  the  dear  Lord  to  inter- 
pose for  us.  Meeting  was  dismissed.  Short- 
ly after  the  people  began  to  leave,  a  man 
came  in  from  the  street  and  handed  me  a 
package. 

I  opened  it,  and  to  my  astonishment  found 
one  hundred  dollars  in  it.  The  sight  of  it 
nearly  took  my  breath  away. 

I  looked  at  it  a  moment,  and  then  at  the 
poor  fellow  who  brought  it,  and  finally  said  : 

"Where  in  the  world  did  you  get  this  ?" 

"A  man  gave  it  to  me  outside,  and  told  me 
to  hand  it  to  you,"  he  replitd. 

"Who  was  he  ?"  I  asked,  as  I  turned  it 
over  and  looked  at  it  on  every  side  to  see  if 
there  was  not  something  wrong  about  it. 

"I  don't  know,"  said  the  man,  who  now 
seemed  as  much  surprised  as  I  was.  "A 
man  out  on  the  sidewalk  handed  it  to  me  and 
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said,  'Frcre,  hand   that  to  Jerry  ;' that's  all  I 
know. 

I  counted  it  ajrain  ;  it  was  all  there,  one 
hundred  dollars!  "Whew!"  said  I  "we'll 
never  be  poor  a^^ain  !" 

Thus  tlic  Lord  always  interfered,  but  gen- 
erally not  until  we  were  actually  or  pretty 
nearly  dead  broke  and  really  needed  it,  prov- 
ing Himself  a  present  help  in  time  of  trouble 
In  October,  1874,  something  happened 
that  proved  how  God  will  take  even  our 
Ignorance  and  blunflcrs  and  make  them  to 
glorify  Him,  if  we  are  only  honest  in  tryin<r 
to  serve  Him.  ^ 

.  It  was  thought  best  to  get  out  a  report  of 
the  Mission  in  order  to  let  people  know  what 
we  were  doing.  We  could  not  afford  to  get 
out  an  annual  report,  and  so  we  had  to  make 
one  for  every  two  years  answer.  This  was 
rather  new  business  to  me,  and  considering 
It  a  big  undertaking,  I  thought  it  ought  to 
be  done  on  a  large  scale.  So  I  ordered  ten 
thousand  copies  printed  ! 

When  I    spoke  of  it  to  others   interested 

)ack,   and  were  almost 


indignant,  and  said  : 

"Ten  thousand  copies  !    Why,  J 
are    you     thinking    about  ?     VVh 


err)',  what 
ere    is    the 


I 


^2 


THK  LIFE  OF 


ru 


"n 


^ 


\s'\ 


\\v: 

•if 


1,? 


Il|. 


money  to  come  from  to  pay  for  such  an 
amoimt  of  printing  ?" 

Of  course  I  felt  bad,  and  tolrl  them  it  was 
new  business  to  me,  and  that  1  had  done  the 
best  I  could.  They  acted  as  though  they 
felt  that  my  being  sorry  would  not  pay  the 
bills,  and  were  only  half  satisfied. 

In  my  trouble  I  rememb«}red  him  who  had 
never  failed  me  when  I  trusted  Ilim.  So  I  said, 
•'Well,  never  mind  ;  I  have  faith  the  Lord 
will  send  some  one  to  pay  it." 

I  was  determined  now  to  make  the  best  of 
it,  and  that  as  long  as  we  had  them  on  our 
hands  to  i)ay  for,  they  should  not  be  idle;  so 
after  considerable  thought  I  struck  a  novel 
plan  to  use  them. 

I  persuaded  brother  Charles  Andersf)n  to 
help  me,  and  we  went  up  town  on  a  pilgri- 
mage to  get  them  among  the  Churches.  We 
started  out,  each  with  a  great  pack  of  reports 
on  his  back. 

We  failed  to  lighten  our  burdens  at  the 
sanctuaries,  with,  I  believe,  three  exceptions 
—Dr.  John  Hall's,  Dr.  William  Taylor's,  and 
Dr.  Booth's  Churches,  where  they  let  us  leave 
some. 

I  approached  the  sexton  of  Dr.  Hall's  and 
told  him  what  1  wanted,  and  begged  him  to 
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ass.s  me.  I  said  :  "You  knew  we  are  p<,or 
H"cl  trym^r  to  do  good,  yet  hardly  able  to  live 
jdong;  by  just  giving  your  consent  to  let  me 
lay  these  m  the  pews  before  the  people  come 
you  may  do  a  great  deal  of  good." 

He  made  no  objections  after  a  little  and 
gomg  ni  distributed  them  in  the  different 
pews,  and  took  my  departure,  leaving  results 
with  the  Lord.  The  next  day  a  'carriage 
drove  up  to  the  mission  door  and  two  ladies 
stepped  out. 

I  had  been  praying  for  help,  for  I  thought 
I  had  done  some  terrible  thing  and  uas 
awfully  burdened  over  getting  the  little  Mis- 
sion m  debt. 

As  I  saw  them  entering  my  heart  jumped 
up  mto  my  throat.  Faith  said  :  'There's  an 
answer  to  your  prayer."  .'No,"  thought  I 
that  can  t  be.  for  they  hax'e  not  had  tfme  to 
read  the  reports  yet,  unless  they  did  so  while 
the  doctor  was  preaching,  or  as  soon  as  they 
reached  home,  which  did  not  seem  likely  " 

jhey  came  in  and  began  to  talk  with  me 
and  I  saw  from  their  words  that  they  had  seen 
the  mside  of  the  pamphlet. 

They  handed  me  fifty  dollars  each  and  de- 
parted, refusmg  to  give  any  names.  I  was 
happy.     nVhat    a    miracle!     One    hundred 
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dollars  !  Whew  !  Whew  !  Three  cheers  !" 
said  I,  hardly  able  to  hold  myself  in  ;  "we're 
safe  now.  Here's  the  money.  Hurrah  !"  I 
needn't  add  that  my  wife  and  I  had  a  little 
praise  meeting  all  by  ourselves  right  away. 

A  young  lady  named  Miss  S ,  a  mem- 
ber of  Dr.  John  Hall's  Church,  also  found  the 
report  in  her  pew,  and  turning  over  the 
leaves  carelessly  saw  something  that  attract- 
ed her  attention,  and,  as  she  told  us  after- 
wards, she  soon  became  so  interested  she 
didn't  get  a  word  of  the  doctor's  big  sermon, 
and  before  the  meeting  closed  she  made  up 
her  mind  to  come  down  and  see  tor  herself. 

Sh "  got  an  escort  and  came  to  the  old 
tumble-down  Mission.  After  attending  a 
number  of  the  meetings  she  became  deeply 
interested  about  her  own  soul's  salvation. 

One  Sunday  night  she  was  there  and  we 
had  a  wonderful  meeting;  the  Lord  baied 
His  arm  there  that  night  in  power  ;  every- 
body felt  it,  and  there  were  manv  tears  and 
sobs  as  God  touched  heart  after  heart  in  that 
room. 

While  the  meeting  was   in   progress.  Miss 

S slipped   a   beautiful    cluster  diamond 

ring  from  her  finger,  and  at  the  close  of  the 
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service  she  passed  it  quickly  into  my  wife's 
nand  and  whispered  earnestly 

"Here.  Mrs.  McAuIey,  take'  this  and  sell  it 
for  the  good  of  the  Mission.  Do  pray  for 
me, ^ won't  you.?     I'm  an   awful  wicked  sin- 

We  were  surprised  ;  such  a  well-dresser? 
young  lady  an  awful  sinner!  and  cominL-  to 
be  saved  !  Why,  that  was  worth  more  than 
all  the  diamond  rings  in  the  world  ' 

We  talked  with  her  the  best  we  could,  and 
she  sa.d  as  she  left  us  that  she  would  call 
next  evening  about  tea-time. 

She  came  as  she  promised,  and  after  some 
talk  about  spiritual  things  she  knelt  down 
alongside  the  old  sofa  and  we  prayed  for  her 
and  before  she  arose  she  gave  her  heart  t^ 
Christ.  All  she  could  say  was,  -I'm  very  un- 
worthy, but  if  the  Lord  can  condescend  to 
take  me,  I  will  take  Him  as  mv  Saviour  " 

^he  arose  from  her  knees  simply  trusting 
in  the  Lord  The  hour  f<3r  meeting  had  now 
arrived,  and  as  we  started  to  go  down  stairs 
to  the  chapel,  she  said,  -You  must  not  ask 
me  to  speak  in  the  public  ccngrogation  •  if 
you  should,  it  seems  to  me  I  should  faint.'" 

"All  right,"  [  answererl,  "if  you  faint,  "ni 
have  some  one  ready  to  pick  you  up." 
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We  went  into  the  chapel  and  opened  the 
meeting.  I  had  scarcely  had  time  to  sit 
down,  when  we  were  all  amazed  to  see  Miss 

S jump  to  her  feet  and   with   glowing 

words  testify  to  Christ's  power  to  save.  The 
Lord  blessed  her  in  the  act  and  blessed  her 
testimony  to  the  good  of  others. 

She  has  continued  faithful,  and  has  acted 
in  an  efficient  manner  as  a  volunteer  mission- 
ary wherever  she  has  resided  since. 

The  ring,  we  were  afterwards  told,  cost  her 
three  hundred  dollars,  but  the  Lord  gave  her 
the  signet-ring  of  adoption,  worth  a  thousand 
times  more  than  all  the  diamonds  in  New 
York. 
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savp:d  souls  speaking. 

'P'ROM  a  little  booklet  by  Wm.  R.  Bliss, 
^  "Down  in  Water  Street  Every  Even- 
ing," the  following  experiences  are  found  : 

After  a  service  of  song,  a  season  of  prayer 
and  reading  of  the  Scriptures,  Jerry  would 
begin  the  meeting  with  words  something  like 
these : 

"The  meeting  is  now  open  for  testimonies. 
Every  one  who  wants  to  speak  for  the  Saviour 
can  have  one  minute  to  speak  in.  There  are 
a  good  many  here  that  have  got  reason  to 
testify  what  the  Lord  has  done  for  them. 
Now  don't  be  afraid  to  do  it  !  Stand  right 
up,  young  converts  !  Jesus  said,  'Whoso- 
ever shall  confess  Me  before  men,  him  will  I 
confess  before  My  Father  in  heaven.'    Stand 
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up  and  confess  Him,  and  it  will  p;ive  you  a 
good  boost  toward  heaven  e\ery  time  you  do 
it.  Speak  short,  or  you'll  rob  somebody  else 
of  a  chance  ;  long-winded  speeches  will  kill  a 
meeting  quicker  than  lij^htning  !  If  any  of 
you  feel  like  making  a  long  speech,  just  cut 
off  both  ends  and  give  us  only  the  middle  of 
it! 

"1'!)  tell  you  my  experience,  and  I  won't 
be  long  about  it.  This  blessed  Jesus  saves 
me.  He  saves  me  to-night  from  being  a 
drunkard,  and  a  gambler,  and  a  thief,  and  a 
fraud,  and  everything  else  that  you  can  put 
in.  He  saved  me  eleven  years  ago  ;  and  He 
saves  me  more  to-night  than  He  did  then, 
because  I've  grown  in  grace.  Bless  His  holy 
name  forever  !  When  I  tell  you  that  Jesus 
saves  me,  I  mean  just  what  I  say  !  There's 
no  sham  about  it  !  I  don't  tell  you  I  was  a 
drunkard,  and  a  thief,  and  a  fraud,  to  glory 
in  it.  But  I  want  vou  rough  men  to  under- 
stand   what  Jesus   has   done    for  me.     Yes, 

when  I  was  such  a  miserable  sinner  that  I 
hadn't  a  friend,  this  blessed  Jesus  picked  me 
up  out  of  ^he  mud,  and  saved  me  from  de- 
siring to  do  those  things  which  I  had  been 
doing.     And     He    saves     nic     now.     Who 
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wouldn't  love  the  name  of  Jesus  ?   The  meet- 
ing is  open." 

A  longshoreman  said  : 

"Jesus    saves  me   to-night    from    being   a 
(Irnnkard,  a  gambler,   a  thief,  and  every  sin- 
ful  habit.      He  has  taken   the  desire  for  sin 
away  from  my  heart,   because   I   ask  Him  to 
do  it  every   day.     A   little    more    than    six 
years  ago  I  and  my  wife  were  good-for-noth- 
ing drunkards.     What  we  had  on  our  backs 
when  we  first  came  into  this  Mission,  put  to- 
gether, wouldn't  have  fetched  fifty  cents  in  a 
junk  shop.      Blessed  be  God,  it  isn't  so  now  ! 
If  you  knew  what   my   home  was  six  years 
ago,  and  could  see  it  to-night,  you'd  say  I've 
got  out  of  hell  into  heaven  !     My  old  friends 
alongshore  told  me  they'd  give  me  to  hold  on 
until  I'd  got  a  dollar  to  spend.      But,  blessed 
be  God,  I  haven  t  gone  bac  k  yet  !     What  is 
there  to  go  back  to  ?     Jesus  keeps  me,  and 
Uii  has  sweetly  kept  me  and  my  wife  for  six 
years  and   a  little  more.      Every  promise  in 
the  Bible  has  been  fulfilled  in  my  case.     Al- 
though I  used  always  to  steal  sugar  regular- 
ly from  vessels   I   was  discharging,  I  haven't 
stolen  the  value  of  one  pin  from  any  man  for 
more  than  six  years,  and  haven't  desired  to  f 
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Blessed  be  God  for  this  salvation  !    Christian 
friends  pray  for  me." 

His  wife  followed,  saying: 

"Six  years  ago  there  was  never  a  more  de- 
graded sinner  than  I  was,  to  my  shame  be  it 
said.  My  home  was  a  drunkard's  hovel,  and 
the  principal  thing  there  was  the  rum  bottle. 
I  kept  coming  to  this  Mission,  but  there  was 
so  much  Romanism  rooted  and  grounded 
into  me  that  it  took  a  long  time  for  me  to  be 
willing  to  let  Jesus  in.  But  I  can  now  sav, 
to  the  glory  of  God,  that  my  sins  are  all  for- 
given, and  the  past  is  under  the  blood.  In 
the  place  of  the  rum  buttle  ^ye  have  the  Bible 
in  our  home,  and  it  isn't  kept  for  ornament ; 
and  if  God  calls  us  at  at:y  inne,  we  are  all 
packed  up  and  ready  to  go." 

A  steam  engineer,  accustomed  to  earn  fifty 
dollars  a  month,  who  for  ten  years  spent  all 
his  earnings  in  the  rum  shops,  said  : 

'i  do  thank  God  that  I  ever  came  into  this 
Mission.  It  has  made  a  man  of  me  !  I  knew 
about  it  for  years  before  I  came  in  ;  but  I 
preferred  to  spend  my  evenings  in  those 
places  on  the  corners  over  there.  I  never 
had  a  whi^e  shirt,  nor  an  overcoat,  nor  any 
comfort  or  happiness,  before  I  came  here,  al- 
though I  had  mone\-  enough.      I  hadn't  writ- 
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ten  my  mother  for  nine  years,  but  when  I 
began  to  come  here  I  wrote  to  her  about  it. 
I  earn  less  wages  now  than  when  I  was 
serving  the  devil  ;  but  I  have  got  more,  be- 
cause I  don't  use  it  to  support  the  rum- 
sellers,  and  I  don't  spend  any  of  it  in  sin. 
Jesus  saves  me  and  keeps  me  every  da>- ;  and 
oughtn't  I  to  be  thankful  for  it  ?" 

A  graduate  of  Dartmouth  College,  said: 
"It  is  not  long  that  I  have  been  coming  to 
these  meetings.  When  I  think  of  what  I  am 
now  and  what  I  was  last  summer,  I  am 
astonished.  I  had  nothing  then.  I  have 
ever>thing  that  I  need  now.  When  my  last 
cent  was  gone  I  told  my  companion  if  he 
would  go  and  sell  my  old  linen  coat  we'd 
take  a  drink  with  the  money.  When  he 
brought  me  the  money  I  thought  we  had 
better  get  something  to  eat,  as  we  had  not  had 
anything  for  two  days.  So  we  went  and  got 
two  bowls  of  soup.  That  night  we  strayed 
into  this  Mission  and  I  have  not  drunk  any 
liquor  since.  The  other  day  I  met  my  old 
companion,  and  he  wanted  to  treat  me. 
'What  will  you  take?'  said  he.  Said  I,  'I'll 
take  a  box  of  paper  collars,  as  I  need  some  ; 
but  no  more  rum  for  me.  The  Lord  Jesus 
has  saved  me  and  I  desire  to  serve  Ilim.'  " 
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A  young  printer  said  : 
"I  am  only  twenty-two  years  old.      I  was 
a  drunkard  four  years  in  Albany,  anci  lioston, 
and  this  city.      Being  a  compositor  by  trade, 
I  got  work  wherever  I  went.      But  my  wages 
went  all  for  drink,  and  at  last   I  became  an 
inmate   of  a   low   den    in   Chatham   Square. 
For  months  I  scarcely   left  it  ;  when    I   got 
stupidly  drunk  I  went   into  the  back   room 
and  slept  on  the  floor,  with   forty  and    fifty 
others  like  myself.      My  bed  was  a  couple  of 
newspapers,  and  a  cheese-box   for  a  pillow. 
I   was  going   in  such    a    way   that  I'd  have 
turned  up  my  toes  in  a  month  or  two  longer, 
if  I  hadn't  come  in  here.    One  Sunday  even- 
ing I  thought  I  would  go  down  here  and  lis- 
ten   to    the    singing.     When    the  invitation 
was  given  to  come  forward  for  prayers,!  went. 
And  I  went  a  good  many  times  afterwards. 
I  was  a  Roman  Catholic,  and  it  seemed  hard 
work   for   me  to   get  changed.      But  at  last 
Jesus  extended  His  hand,  and  led  me  out  of 
darkness  into  light.      He  keeps  me  daily  by 
simply  trusting  Him." 

A  steamship  officer  said  : 

"I  thank  God  for  e\er  having  let  me  come 
to  this  Mission.  When  I  was  ayouth  I  went 
to  sea,  aiid  soon  learned  to  sin  ;  I  used  to  get 
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drunk,  and  had  a  sore  head  and  a  sore  heart 
all  the  time.  I  didn't  have  a  friend  in  the 
world.  I  never  lived  ri<,dit  until  God  led  me 
into  this  place.  When  I  gave  Jesus  my 
heart  He  saved  me  from  my  sins,  and  they 
are  no  more  to  me.  He  has  taken  every- 
thing wicked  out  of  my  desires.  Jesus  is  my 
Saviour,  and  I  don't  do  the  things  I  used  to 
do,  because  He  saves  me.  I  know  it  is  good 
to  be  a  servant  of  Jesus.  I  know  it  is  hard 
to  be  a  servant  of  the  devil.  Since  I've  been 
serving  God  I've  never  had  to  look  for  a  ship. 
I  ought  to  be  thankful,  indeed  and  I  hope 
you  will  pray  for  me.  I'm  far  from  what  I 
ought  to  be." 

A  truckman  said  : 

"My  testimony  to-night  is  that  Jesus  saves 
me.  I  had  a  good  home  once,  and  a  good 
mother  who  prayed  for  me.  But  I  slammed 
the  door  in  her  face  ;  and  for  nine  years  I 
gave  all  my  earnings  to  the  gin  mijls,  and 
had  to  go  a-begging  and  to  prison.  I  heard 
about  this  Mission  one  night  in  a  thieves' 
den  in  the  Bowery.      I  wasn't  sober  when    I 

first  came  in  here.     The  clothes   I  had  on 

some  belonged  to  my  father  and  some  to  my 
brother.  I  didn't  suppose  I  was  worth  sav- 
ing.    I  didn't  know  that  anybody  cared  for 
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me  I  heard  the  testimonies  of  men  who 
had  been  drunkards  and  thieves,  like  as  I 
was  I  thought  I'd  try  to  get  this  salvation  ; 
and  1  did.  1  went  out  of  here  that  night  a 
sober  man.  Some  ladies  at  the  door  shook 
hands  with  me  and  asked  me  to  come  again. 
It  touched  my  heart.  I  hadn't  received  any 
such  kindness  since  I  left  my  mother,  ^or 
nearly  three  years  now  I've  had  the  evidence 
in  my  heart  that  I  am  saved.  I  have  been 
living  careless  lately  ;  but  by  the  help  of  God 
I'll  live  so  no  more." 

One  from  behind  the  bars,  said  : 
-I  am  one  of  those  Christ  came  to  save. 
When   I   first  heard   the  testimony  of  these 
men  here,  telling  how  they  were  drunkards 
and  thieves,  and  all  that,  I  wasn't  sober  my- 
self     1   sat  off  there   by  the  door.     Hut  1 
heard  what  the  men  said,  and  I  said  to  my- 
self 'That's  my  life  to  a  cent  1'     I  was  arrested 
in  the  street  right  opposite  here,  ind  I  got 
five  years  in  Sing  Sing.     I  got  the  shower- 
baths,  and  the  ball  and   chain,  there.      I  was 
with  a  lot  of  fellows  that  tried  to  escape  from 
prison  on  a  raft.     We  got  caught.     One  o 
•em  was  shot.     If  I'd  been  shot  I  know  1  d 
been  in  hell  to-night.     When  he  was  a-dying 
he  asked  me  to  pray  for  him.     I  didn  t  know 
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how  to  pray.     Never  prayed  in  my  life  till  I 
came  into  this  Mission  ;  and  when   I  was  in- 
vited   I    bounced    ri^dit    up    for    prayers.      I 
didn't  wait.     Jesus  heard   my  prayer,  and  I 
feel  He  has  saved  me.     I  know  it.      I  like  to 
come  to  the   front  and  tell   it  now,  because 
there  are  some  iellows  cominj^  here  that's  just 
the  kind  I  was,  and  I  know  Jesus  can  save 
'em  from  their  sins  if  they  want  to  be  saved. 
I  never  was  haopy  till  Jesus  saved  me." 
An  old  woman  with  an  Irish  accent,  said  : 
"This  blessed  Jesus  saves  old  women  too  ! 
I  was  a  drunken  old  thing,  and  told  lies,  and 
lived     in    a    dirty    hole,    aiifl     had    nothing. 
Thanksgiving  night  my  four  years   was   up 
since  I  first  came  in  here.    I  was  drunk  then, 
but  I  haven't    been   drunk  since,  and   never 
will   be,   God    helping    me !     The  Almighty 
God  is  good  to  me   in  everything.      He  sent 
me  a  turkey  Thanksgiving  Day,  with  money 
tied  to  the  end  of  it,   and   I   had  turkey  f(^r 
seven  days.      When  I  came  to  Jesus  I  hadn't 
two  cents   in   my  pocket.      Now,  blessed  be 
God  !  I've   got  a  clean  home,   and  a  carpet, 
and  pictures,  and  I   wouldn't   be  ashamed  to 
ask  any  lady  to  come  in  there  ;  and   I've  got 
clean  heart  inside,  too  !     But  I  have  to  watch 
and  pray.    Mr.  McAuley  told  me  never  to  go 
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to  my  bed  without  praying  to  the  dear  Jesus 
that  saves  us  all,  and  to  pray  every  morning; 
and  I  do.  If  there's  anybody  here  that  don  t 
love  Jesus,  they  can't  do  better  than  kneel 
down  and  pray  to  Him.  Jesus  can  save  you, 
and  He  can  take  care  of  you,  too." 

A  young  man  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  said  : 
"When  I  first  came  in  here   I  wasn't  fit  to 
be  seen.      I    was  a  perfect  wreck.      Nobody 
would   have   anything   to  do   with    me -not 
even  my  family,  I  was  such  an  outcast.     But 
Jesus  has  saved  me,  and  kept  me  now  nearly 
two   years.     What    a    Saviour    that    is    who 
takes  you  up  after  everybody  else  has  thrown 
you   down!     I'm    so    thankful    to    Him!      I 
wonder  at  myself  when  I  think  of  the  change 
the  blessed  Jesus  has  made  in  me  and  my 
home.      He  has   given   me  a  home  that's   a 
perfect  heaven  on  earth  !" 

A  man,  who  spoke  with  difficulty,  said  : 
««I  was  brought  up  with  the  roughest  men; 
there  was  a  gang  oftwelveof  us  ;  three  of 'em 
have  been  hung.  I  lived  right  around  here ; 
knew  all  about  sin  ;'  never  knew  anything 
about  God  ;  didn't  care.  Got  up  and  went 
to  bed  just  the  same  every  day.  Sometimes 
I  was  cruising  round  all  night.  I  had  a  little 
boy  that  died.     I  loved  my  boy  ;  never  loved 
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anythincT  so  much.      I  felt  bad  when  he  died; 
sat  looking  at  him  in  the  coffin,  anrj  thoiiijht 
about  death.      Then   scmeborly   came  alonjr 
and  gave  me  a  little    book   that   told   abnu 
this  Mission.      I  read  two  pages  of  testimon- 
ies ;   I   began   to  think  about  God.      I  came 
here   to   get  that  same  religion.      I've   been 
coming  ever  since.      I  \xas  in  the  house  that 
stood  here  in  '49— a  dance  house.      I  was  a 
boy  thirteen  years  old   then.      Thank  God,  I 
have  a  Saviour  now  for  twenty-one  months. 
I'm  sending  my  children   to  school  to  learn 
what  their  father  didn't  know.      I'm  fetching 
up  my  children  in  the  fear  of  the  Lord." 
A  stranger  said  : 

"I  never  was  in  here  before,  but  going  by 
the  door  I  heard  the  singing,  and  thought  I'd 
come  in.  I  believe  the  Holy  Spirit  is  work- 
ing in  me,  and  gives  me  courage  to  stand 
up.  I  had  a  good,  praying  mother.  I  ran 
away  from  her  nineteen  \'ears  ago,  when  I  was 
seventeen  years  old,  and  I  haven't  seen  her 
since.  I've  been  a  drinker,  and  a  wanderer 
all  about  the  world.  These  testimonies  touch 
my  heart.  I  feel  a  desire  to  live  a  better 
life.  I  want  to  ask  you  to  pray  for  me  that 
I  may  be  saved." 

A  young  man,  well  educated,  said  : 
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"I  never  knew  what  it  was  to  be  poor,  un- 
til I   became  a    drunkard.      1    have    been    a 
journaHst  ;  for  several  years   I   was   a   proof- 
reader in  the  Government  IVintin^^  Office  at 
Washington.     1  lost  my  position  through  the 
use  of  alcoholic  drinks,  and  when  I  first  came 
into  this  room— well,  a  scarecrow,   with  any 
respect  for  his  calling,  would  have  blushed  at 
me  ;   would  have  left   his   place  in  the  corn- 
fieui  and  walked  out  when  he  saw  me  com- 
ing !    I  had  been  on  a  spree  for  seven  weeks; 
was  in  rags,  houseless,  homeless,  and  ftiend- 
less.      I  am  impressed  with  the  sincerity  and 
earnestness  of  the  testimonies  1  heard  here. 
I     found    sympathizing    friends    here.      lo- 
night  I  rejoice  in  a  Saviour,  and  have  m  my 
heart  the  evidence  of  sins   forgiven.      I  am 
now  eight  weeks   old   in    the   Christian   life, 
and   I    pray  that  I   may    be  faithful   to   the 

end." 

An(^ther  said  : 

"It  is  now  nearly  eight  weeks  since  I  gave 
my  heart  to  God  ;  and  when  I  remember  all 
His  loving  kindness  to  me,  my  heart  is  full. 
I  was  a  miserable  drunkard,  cast  off  by 
my  family,  and  had  no  object  in  life  except 
to  get  money  to  spend  for  liquor.  I  came 
here  from  curiosity  one  evening,  and,  being 
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vividly  impressed  b\'  the  testimonies,  I  went 
forward  wlieti  the  invitation  was  ^i\en,  and 
on  m\-  knees  asked  God  to  for;^n\e  me  for  the 
past.  He  mercifulK'  heard  my  pra\  er.  He 
has  taken  the  desire  for  stn^ng  (hMnk  away 
from  mc,  and  _L,nven  me  assurance  that  I  am 
one  of  His  children.  Jesus  is  very  precious 
to  me  exery  da}-." 

Another  convert  said  : 

"I  shall  never  forget  the  nigh^  vhen  I  first 
entered  tliis  door,  all  broken  up,  good  for 
nothing,  w  ithcnit  hope  and  without  friends. 
I  had  been  serving  the  devil  for  fjrty-two 
years.  I  graduated  number  one  in  this 
scho(jl  \Vhat  did  he  do  for  me  .^  }Ie  left 
me  without  fi\e  cents  in  my  pocket.  I  see 
some  of  my  old  companions  standing  near 
the  door  there  now.  You  needn't  drop  your 
heads  down  ;  you  needn't  feel  ashamed  to  be 
here  !  It  was  here  I  first  found  hope  and 
encourar-^ment. 

"Ify>,  will  give  me  an  extra  minute,  I 
would  like  to  tell  a  short  story  connected 
with  my  new  life  : 

"About  twelve  months  ago  a  motherless 
girl,  only  fourteen  years  of  age,  whose  tiither 
was  a  drunken  outcast  on  the  streets  of  New 
York,  became  a  Christian.     Soon  after,  she 
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calieil  on  a  (liiistian   lady,  and   said,  'I  ha\e 
read  in  the  P)il)le  that  where  two  or  three  are 
met  toj;ether  in   CHirist's    name,   there    He  is 
also.      1  want  to  ask  the   priv  ilei^..-   to   have  a 
prayer-meetint;  in  yonr  house  every  mortnn^ 
before  I  140  to  school,  to  pra>-  f..r  my  lather  ; 
and  as   God   may   not  know   whose  father  we 
are  prayin<;    for,    let   us  repeat  his   name  m 
every  prayer.'      I'or  months  they  prayed,  but 
God  did  not  answer.      At  last,  on  the  nii,dit  of 
the  28th  of  Sept.,  1879,  that  father  wandered 
into  this  Mission,  and  knelt  weepini,^  in  peni- 
tence, askin^^  Ciod,    for  Christ's  sake,  to  par- 
don  his  sins.      That    child  was  my  daut^diter, 
and  to-night  I  thank  God   that  1  have  found 
the  way  of  salvation." 
A  marble -polisher  said  : 
"It  will  take  a  lon<,^  time  to  te'l  what  Jesus 
has  done  for  me.     It's  nii,di  three-and-twent\- 
months  since  I  first  came  into  this  Mission.  I 
wasn't  sober  then.      1  had  ju<t  stolen  the  last 
penny  my  wife  had   in  the  house.      When  I 
came  in  that  door,  I   thoui^dit   I   was  coming 
to  a  sing-song  place.      IVIy  oldest  girl,  eleven 
years  old,  never  slept  on   a  bed  until  alter  I 
came  here.      The   children    laid    down    on    a 
bundle    of   rags    -'i    the   corner   and   got  up 
rcady-drcs3ed  in   iL-  morning,  because  they 
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\now 


a  chan*,^-  th<'  reli;^M()n  of  [csus  has  made 


in  my  home.      'I'o-ni^dit  Jesn.s  sa\es  me  fr 
bcini;  a  drunkard,  a  ^ambl 
thank  God  tiiat  I  am 
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er,  and  a  thief.      I 
now  what  He  intended 
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e  to  he,  an  honest  lahorinj/  man.      I  ca 


throu.<,di   the    streets   to-niLilit   a    f 
Christ  Jesu: 


n  •'"o 


rec   man  m 
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vomi'j:  man  said 


'When  r  nr«t  cam 


e   in   here   I  was  almost 


drai,T<red  up  to  the  front;  but  I'm  <r\:u\  to 
come  to  the  front  now.  I'm  so  <;Iad  this  re- 
ligion is  free  to  all.  I'm  so  i^]ad  it's  as  ^i,^ood 
for  the  drunkard  as  for  the  moral  man. 
When  God  called  Noah  to  make  the  ark.  He 
done  it  just  as  much  for  the  mosquito  as  for 
the  elephant.  When  my  mother  died  I  was 
drunk.  I  went  to  look  at  her  dead  bcxly.  I 
kissed   her  cold  lips,   but   I   couldn't  shed  a 


tear.      But  when  Jesus  showed 


me  my 


I  could  cry.      I  was   in   prison   Thanks<dvi 


heart 


Dav 


no 


a  year     <to.      But   now  Jesus  saves  me, 


and  feeds  and  takes  good  care  of  me 
A  youn'T  man  with  emotion  said 


i  shall  never  for-^et  Thanks 
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took  a  drink  to  wash  it  out.  I  ftnind  friends 
and  the  Saviour  here.  Now  I'm  drinking' 
from  heaven,  and  don't  thirst  an\-  more." 

Another  said  : 

"I  can  testif)-  to-ni^ht  for  Jesus,  tl^at  His 
yoke  is  easy  and  His  burden  is  li'-;ln." 

Another  said  : 

"When  I  came  inlothis  Mission,  two  years 
and  eight  months  ago,  I  was  a  poor  lost 
drunkard.  I  hadn't  hardly  an\-  shoes  on  my 
feet.  Now  I'm  not  in  want  of  shoes  or  atiy- 
thing  else.  I  can't  thank  the  dear  Jesus 
enough  for  what  He  has  done  forme.  He 
crives  me  peace  and  joy  in   my  heart  all  ihe 

time." 

A  man  employed  in  Jersey  City  said  : 

"My  dear  friends,  I  once  led  a  wild  and 
reckless  life.  I  came  into  this  Missicvi  three 
years  ago  and  gave  my  heart  to  my  Saviour. 
I  erected  a  family  altar  in  our  home.  It  is  a 
regular  little  paradise  now.  We  always  used 
to  have  a  fight  and  tumble  down  before  we 
went  to  bed.      Now  we  alw a\s  have  prayers." 

His  wife  said  : 

"I  thank  God  for  the  patience  He  had  with 
me  in  my  wicked  kfe,  and  for  saving  me 
now.  I  praise  His  holy  name  to-  ight,  and 
I  pray  that  He  will  always  keep  me  humble." 
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A  man,  about  fiitN-four  \-cars  old,  who  had 
spent  more  thiin  hait' his  lift-  in  elc\rn  (Hllcr- 
ent  l'-!i,L,'h'sh  and  Anuiitaii  prisons,  said: 

"Ihis  blessed  jtsu^  sa\cs  nic  from  bein^a 
Ihiet'.      .My   pan-iits    were   thieves.      When    I 
was  eii^ht  years  old  I  was  in  llie  same  j)rison 
with  ni\'  luothei  and  aunt.      1  was  transj)ort- 
cd  to  \'an    nienien's    Land    for   seven    years, 
and  I'\e  L^^ot    on    ni_\-    back   the    marks  of  the 
n()5.,^;4in^rs  I  received    there,    ni.L,di    fort\-   \-ears 
a;4o,  for  tr\iu<,r  to  lun  a\\a\-.     I  k(<j)t  on  steal- 
iiiLj,  and  was  sent  to  Austral i<i  for  ten  \-ears  ; 
and  when  I  L,^ot  cut  I  was  stealing  Jik^'ii",  and 
tlb  y  sent  me  to  Gibraltar  f(jr  five  years.      I 
was  three  \ears  in   a  s(}litar\'  cell,  and  nc\cr 
came  out  I     (iod  l^mvc  me  health  and  stren^nh, 
and   in    all   the   tinus    I    was  comin^;  out   of 
prison  I    tried    not   to  steal   an\-   more,  but  I 
had    stealing   on    the    brain.      \Vhe  ^  I    came 
into  this  Mission,  on  the  i.Sth  day  of  March, 
i«^;8,I  was  just  (.own  from  Sinf:^  Sin^%vvhere  I 
had   been   doing   four  years.      But    God    has 
taken  the  desire  for  stealing  out  of  niy  heart 
and  put  a  better  desire  there  ;   and  I  haven't 
had  a  thought  to  steal  since.      I  am  trying  to 
ser\e  God   now.      I   ask   interest   in   all    \-our 
prayers." 

The  testimonies  ended,  jerr)-  again  spoke 
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and  ^a\c  an  iiuu.ilioii  lo  all  pi-rsoiis  tiii'd  of 
sill  who  u  islicd  In  li\i'  a  hcttrr  life,  and  to  all 
backsliders,  to  stand  up  and  come  lorwardto 
the  j)latforni  for  j)ra)tMs.  lie  would  say 
soincthin^f  like  this  : 

"We're  ^^oini;  to  iia\e  praxcrs  now.  Don't 
you  want  to  be  saxed  to-ni^dit  ;  Who'll 
stand  up  tor  pra\-e*s  ?  '1  here's  one;  theij's 
two  ;  three  ;  Jiere's  another  I  Hon't  be  afraid 
to  stand  up.  It  don't  make  .:in\'  diiference 
what  kind  of  clothes  you'\e  '^<it  on.  S.'tan 
is  telling  some  of  \-ou  not  to  do  it.  lie  holds 
you  back.  I  tell  }t»u  .Satan  is  no  Iriend  of 
yours.  lie  ^oes  round  putting,'  up  all  sorts 
of  jobs  on  -.inners  ;  and  he  makes  it  pretts' 
hot  sometimes.  V'ou  cant  L^et  the  best  oi 
him  !  \'ou've  <;ot  to  call  uf)on  the  Lord  for 
assistance  if  \-ou  want  to  ^^et  rid  of  )(>ur  bad 
habits,  and  \-ou'\e  ^(Jt  to  keej)  asking  tor  it 
till  He  ;.,n\es  it.  Me  won't  be  loni^  about  it. 
'Ask  and  you  shall  receive,'  is  what  He  says. 
\Vc  need  His  help,  every  soul  of  us,  great 
and  small.  When  I  see  people  who  ihink 
themselves  smart  and  cunning,  dabbling  in 
sin  and  forgetting  (iod,  I  wonder  they  ain't 
suddcnl}'  sna[)ped  off,  squelched  just  where 
ihey  are  !  The\-  all  need  help.  I'ut  'em  all 
in  a  bag — the  rich  sinners  and   the  poor  sin- 
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ncrs  -.lUf]  shake  \'\n  up,  do  \-<»ii  ihiiiU  tlurt-'d 
he  any  (lillrieiici,"  in  'fui  when  thir\-  came 
out  f 

"\'()U  hear  some   p(f»j)le   sa\in^   the  Ihhle 
is  a  sham,  atid  rehi^ion  is   all  a  hnax.      Well, 
it  may  he   to   liu-m,    hut    it's   (iod's  power  t(» 
me.      \'es  !    Look    at    me,    liieijds  I      Once    I 
was  ;i  loafer  and  a  rou^h.     Xever  knew  what 
it  was  to  l)e  lontiMited  and  h;ippy.      Head  on 
me  like  a  nivij)  ;    l)i;4    sear   aeros;  my  nose  all 
the  time  I      1  had  an  old  red  siur,,  and  a  hat 
thai  looked  as  ii'  it    iiad    heeti    hauled  U|)  out 
ol  a  tar-])ot  I      if  I  had   a   coat,  it  was  one  of 
the  kind    witli    the    eulTs    up    here    to   the  el- 
bow s  I  spill  open  in  the  Ijaek  I     Lati-st  st\'Ie  ! 
I)"\-c;  see  ?      \'ou   couldn't    tlnd    anv  drunken 
rowdv   on    the    corner  worse  look  in  tr  than    1 
w.'is.      I  curst  (!  ("lod  I      I    held   up   ni}-  hands 
and    curst- v!    Ilim    for   j;i\in<4    me  existence. 
\\'h\-    had    lie    jjiit  me   in    a    hell    on    earth? 
\\  h\-  had  lie  made  nu-  a   thief  and  a  drunk- 
ard, whil(,'  He  L,^a\e   ether   people  wealth  and 
pleasure  ?     And    then    I    suddenlv   thoucrht 
that  lie  had  done  none  of  those  tliin,L;s.      It 
\va>  I  that    broiM^ht    UiNSelf  U)   what    I    was  I 
Ws,   I    did    it    m\-selfl      J    made    myself   a 
drunkard  and  a  thief,  and  then  went  and  ac- 
cused  God    of    it  I      Oh,    God    is    ;4ood,   my 


96 


THi:  l.ll  K  <il 


1^* 

i 

f 


friends  I  \lv  is  wise.  lie  is  nKMcilul.  IC 
\nii  want  coinniDn-scnsc  jnul  who  don't — 
ask  1 1  ill)  for  it  ! 

"Some  |H'oi)!c  sa\-,  'Ali,  I  iji  too  had  ;  God 
woiihhi't  i;i\e  ine  a  show.'  'I'hat's  all  a  mis- 
take !  lie  can  s.i\e  tlie  vili'st  sinnei  I  (iod 
will  take  wliat  the  devil  would  almost  refuse  ! 
'ihe  worst  i)e(.|>li' are  wi-liome  to  llim.  Didn't 
lie  sa\e  tin;  thief  on  the  cross. 

"I  kn<»w  a  man  who  came  here  into  tliis 
phicc  to  lick  another  for  saxinsj.  'ji-sus  saves 
me.'  Well,  Jesus  saved  that  \ery  man  him- 
self. He  came  lookini;  for  a  fiL'Jit  here,  but 
the  fii,dU  4vas  all  knocked  out  of  him  I  Ciud 
did  it. 

"He  went  awa\-  like  a  cur  treml)lin<:  in  a 
sack,  and  he  became  a  <;ood  C'hrisV.in  man, 
and  he's  a  Christian  now.  That's  the  way  it 
is.  Jesus  is  vvillinj^f  to  sa\e  ever)-  one  who 
asks   Him  honestly  t<^  do  it. 

"iMy  friends,  I  want  to  tell  \'ou  that  it  pays 
to  serve  Jesus.  He's  a  j^ood  friend.  I  used 
to  han<jj  around  that  rum  shop  on  the  corner; 
and  they  were  L,dad  enough  to  have  me  there 
as  long  as  my  money  lasted.  But  when  that 
was  gone — 'Jerry,  take  a  walk  !  Take  a  walk 
around  the  block  and  cool  off.' 

"I  felt  the  insult  down    in   mv   heart.      It 
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stun<;  mo.  Hut  I  couldn't  help  i\  ,  I  was 
sucli  a  sla\e  to  in\'  apprtitf.  I  hadn't  a 
IVioiul  iii  the  world.  liut  I  can  tril  vdu  it's 
not  so  now.      I  h.ivc  bad   Iricii       and  c\cr\-- 

0 

thiii;4  I  need  since  I  be^'an  t<.  seivt-    Ksus. 

"just  Io(»k  at  nu- !  Do  \ou  tliitik  I  look 
liki"  ,1  tVaud  now  '^  !'■  a  new  creature,  in- 
side and  out  !  I'm  honest,  I'm  clean,  and 
respected,  and  ha|)|)\-  I  \\'h\-,  tJKJse  riih 
rum-selkrs  over  there  resjiect  me  now.  They 
call  me  Mister  Mc.Aukw  !  "(iood  mornin'j, 
Mr.  McAule)- !'  1  he\-  are  very  polite  !  Dye 
see?  I  can  ^^o  into  a  bank  now,  and  the 
I'resident  will  ask  me  into  his  private  office 
while  the  biij  ^'uns  ha\i;  to  stand  outside  ' 
•Sit  down,  sir;  what  can  I  do  for  nou  }'  Ant 
then  lu'U  take  me  round  and  intrt)duce  mc 
t(j  the  cashier  !  I  la  I  twcKe  \-ears  w'u  if  lie'd 
seen  me  coming  into  his  bank  lu-'d  set  the 
dogs  on  me,  or  send  for  a  j)oliceman  to  run 
me  out  I  'l-'raid  I'd  steal  all  the  money  ! 
Can't  )-ou  see  what  the  religion  of  jcsus  has 
done  for  me  .^  I  tell  you,  the  religion  of 
Jesus  makes  a  wonderful  change  in  a  man. 
r\c  got  good  friends,  antl  a  good  home,  and 
a  go(Kl  wife.  Anil  I've  <fot  monev  in  mv 
})ocket,  besides  a  clean  heart  full  of  joy  and 
peace  I     The  blessed  Jesus  has  done  i.  all. 


98 


THE  LIKE  OK 


■i 


•H 


i 


i 

i 


"Do  )oii  want  to  know  how  to  <jjet  those 
thint^s  ?  The  Bible  says  how — 'Seek  first 
the  kin^^dom  of  God  and  its  righteousness, 
and  all  those  thin^^s  shall  be  added  unto 
you.' 

'There  was  a  time  when  I'd  cut  a  man's 
throat  for  a  fi.e-dollar  bill,  and  kick  him 
overboard  !  \)o  \-ou  suppose  i\\  do  it  now  ? 
Eh  J»  Why  not  ?  'Cause  I've  v^ot  the  ^n-ace 
of  God  in  my  heart  I  Jesus  saves  me,  and 
He  can  save  an)-  man. 

"There's  not  a  |)oor  homeless  fellow  here 
to-night  that  ist^'t  welcome  to  salvation. 
Jesus  says,  'Ilim  that  cometh  unto  Me  I  will 
in  no  wise  cast  out.'  And  the  Bible  says, 
'Me  tasted  death  for  ever\-  man.'  Yes  ! 
Jesus  died  for  every  poor  fellow  that  hasn't 
got  an>'  home  or  frienrls  to-night  !  Won't 
you  come  to  Him  and  let  Him  sa\e  \-ou  ? 
Won't  you  come  now  ?" 

After  this  invitation  some  of  the  converts 
would  canxass  the  assembly  and  encourage 
every  one  to  come  forward  for  pra>ers  and 
unite  in  singing  the  penitential  hymn  : 

"•fust  iis  I  am,  witliout  <ine  plea, 
J»iit  that  Tliy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
And  t'lat  Thon  l.idcKst  ine  come  to  Thee— 
<•  Lamb  of  (Jod,  I  come." 
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Then  they  would  all  kneel  clown  whil 


e  one 


or  two  prayers  were  offered.  Then  each 
new-comer  was  asked  t(»  pray  f(;r  himself. 
Fifteen  or  twenty  p(jor,  miserable  men  miLjht 
be  seen  on  their  knees — a  position  in  which 
mo^-t  of  them  were  ne\er  seen  before. 

To  the  su(;f;esti(;n  to  pray  for  themselves 
some  of  them  would  reply,  *T  can't  !"  "I  don't 


know  how  !"     "I  n 


ever  prayed   in   my  lite 


"I  can't  pray  in  Enf,dish  ! 

lUit  when  told  that  Jesus  understands  all 
languages,  and  that  praver  is  only  asking 
Him  sinccrelv  for  what  the\-  most  want,  and 
that  if  the  heart  is  right  and  honest  the 
words  are  of  little  imjjortance,  because  He 
looks  at  tbe  heart  and  not  at  the  lips  llu  \- 
would  exclaim,  sometim 

"O  God.  sa\e  me  !" 


es  sou  hi  n 


bh 


■t>) 


'O  God,  have  mercy  upon  me,  a  sinner!" 
'O  Go<i,  take  away  m\-  appetite  for  rum  I" 
'O  Jesus,  I  have  been   a   \er\-  bad  man,  I 


>■ 


sms. 


uid   k 


ee; 


want  to  do  right  ;  help  me 
"O  Lord,  scratch  out   m 

them  scratched  out  !" 

"Make  my  bed  in  heaven,  O  Lord  !" 

"O  Lord, .forgive  the  past  of  m\-  life  ;  and 

bless  my  aged    mother   to-night,    who  dr)n't 

know  where  I  am  !" 
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Others,  not  knowiiifr  ^hat  to  say,  have  re- 
peated something  which  was  taught  them  in 
childhood  by  rcHgious  parents.  Evidences 
of  early  reHgious  instruction  are  often  re- 
vealed by  the  suppliants  on  these  occasions 
— even  by  men  w  ho  have  become  gra\'-haired 
in  sin. 

Among  the  wretched  men  who  ft^rthe  first 
time  prayed  for  themselves,  was  one  who  re- 
peated the  Lord's  Prayer,  another  repeated  a 
part  of  the  Apostle's  Creed,  and  another,  the 
infant's  prayer,  "Now  I  lay  me  down  to 
sleep,"  etc. 

These  words — reminiscences  of  a  time, 
long  ago,  when  a  loving  mother  watched  over 
him  and  prayed  for  him — may  be  supposed 
to  represent  what  the  man  in  his  penitence 
wanted  to  sa)-,  but  did  not  know  how. 


CHAPTER  XII. 


ARRKSTED. 


TERRY  knew  what  Paul  meant  when  he 
^  said  he  fought  with  beasts  at  Ephesus. 
He  had  much  opposition  from  evil  men.  It 
should  not  be  a  surprise  to  those  who  read 
this  chapter. 

When  the  every-niirht  meetings  com- 
menced, then  also  began  our  troubles,  for  the 
devil  w(jke  up.  Crowds  of  the  lowest  people 
used  to  come  to  the  door  to  disturb  the 
meetings,  throwing  brickbats  and  garbage, 
and  anything  they  could  lay  their  hands  on, 
into  the  room.  The  police  gave  us  no  pro- 
tection at  that  time,  although  I  saw  the  cap- 
tain time  and  again,  but  to  no  purpose. 

During  the  early  history  of  the  Mission 
there  were  two  notorious  dens  directly  oppo- 
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Site  our  place,  on  the  other  side  of  the  street 
These  were  inhabited  by  a  rabble  of  the  low- 
est order,  and  they  used  to  gather  to<rether 
and  yell  and  make  all  so.ts  of  unearthly 
noises  to  disturb  the  meetings.  We  found 
out  one  day  to  our  great  satisfaction,  that 
some  wealthy  men  had  purchased  the  pro- 
perty where  these  dens  stood,  and  that  they 
were  to  be  torn  down  and  two  new  houses 
built  in  their  places.  We  congratulated  our- 
selves that  this  .vas  a  good  thing  for  us,  and 
a  cause  for  thanksgiving.  Mow  little  we  knew 
what  trouble  it  was  to  bring  us  into,  even  be- 
fore the  houses  were  built  ! 

Many  of  the  workmen  employed  on  them 
were  a  hard  lot  of  drinking,  boisterous  fel- 
lows. Every  one  that  passed  along  the 
street  was  at  their  mercy,  and  their  langua<re 
was  filthy  and  brutal  beyond  description. 

A  young,  well-dressed  man  was  passing 
one  day,  and  one  of  them  turned  the  hose  on 
him  and  flooded  him  with  water.  He  resent- 
ed the  insult,  and  hard  words  began  to  fly 
back  and  forth. 

A  crowd  soon  gathered,   and  after  consid- 
erable talk  the  laborer  threatened  to  knock 
out  the  young  fellow's  brains  with  a  pickaxe 
and  the  latter  dared  him  to  do  it.      I  was 
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Standing;  in  the  door  of  the  Mission,  lookin^i; 
quiet])-  on,  when,  as  the  workman  raised 
himself,  likely  as  not  tosjjlit  the  youn^^  man's 
hearl  open,  his  eye  cau<dit  si«rht  of  me. 


Whether  he  thou<rht    I 


his   takin<r    v 


was  in 


th 


e  \va 


en-^^eance    on    the    stran'^er, 


whether  he  was  loaded  with  bitte 
count  of  what  he  had  heard  about  the  M 
I  do  not  kiKnv,  but 
his'xenom  upon  me. 


}•  of 
or 


rness  on  ac- 


ission. 


in  a  moment  he  turned  all 


t<\ 


,Vhat 


are 


you  looking  at,  you  dirty  turn 


coat,  \()u  miseraLie  h\'pocrite,  you  ?"  he 
yelled,  and  f(jllowed  with  a  torrent  of  foul 
W(^nls. 

was    astonished    and   said    to    him    "See 


I 


ere,  you   must  remember  we  are   not  all  of 


us  bad  here,  and  it 


foi 


tion  house 


you   don't  shut   up  that 


I  mouth  of  yours,  I'll   take  you  to  the  sta- 


a( 


wa 
coll 


"Come  over  here,  you,"  he  yelled  in  fury, 

Iding  a  lot  more  of  his  vile  words.      Then  I 

Iked  over  and   cau<(ht  hold  of  him  by  the 

lar.      1  had  a  deput\-  sheriff's   bad<re,   and 

had  the  ri^ht  to  make  arrests. 

As  I  grabbed  him  his  pal  slipped  up  behind 
me,  and  swinging  his  great  heavy  shovel  over 
his   shoulder,   was  about  to  hit  me.      But  I 

and 


gave  the  fellow  I  had  hold  of  a  shovi 


i    ; 
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landed  him  into  a  great  pile  of  loose  sand 
brought  there  for  building  purposes,  and 
while  he  was  scrambling  and  floundering  to 
get  out  I  piled  the  other  fellow  on  top  of 
him. 

It  was  enough  to  make  any  one  laugh  to 
see  those  fellows  trying  to  get  out  of  the  soft 
sand,  and  afraid  all  the  time  I  was  going  for 
them  again.  Seeing  a  policeman  I  beckoned 
to  him,  and  ordered  him  to  arrest  the  scoun- 
drel who  began  the  row.  He  was  about  to 
do  so  \  hen  another  policeman  came  running 
up.  He  took  in  the  situation,  and  whispered 
something  in  the  first  one's  ear.  It  was  only 
a  word,  but  it  acted  like  magic. 

The  M.  P.  dropped  his  prisoner,  and  with- 
out a  word  grabbed  me  by  the  collar  and  ar- 
rested me  as  the  offender.  Of  course  I  made 
no  objection  to  going  with  him.  though  I 
knew  he  had  no  business  to  arrest  a  man 
wearing  a  badge  and  in  the  performance  of 
his  duty. 

How  delighted  the  rabble  were  ;  and  the 
policemen,  entering  into  their  spirit,  gave 
them  a  good  chance  to  gloat  over  their  seem- 
ing victory,  by  walking  me  as  slowly  as  pos- 
sible down  thiit  wicked  street  to  show  me  up. 
"There  he  goes,"  yelled  one.    "See  the  dirty 
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turncoat!     "Had   luck- 
^crcaiiied    another,   and 
curses  and  blasphcn 
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les. 


to   the  hkes  of 
^''   on,    uith  oati 
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e  reached  the  station  h 


of  the  official 


some  fish  was  pi 
One  of  die 


s  over  catchin 
nou^li 


un  e 


ousc,  and  the  joy 
^^  such  a  troubJe- 


u-ork 


'hat  r ;;-,  r 'r ;":;:^^^--np'--"t 

knocked  hirn  d 


own. 


n    th 


sergeant ;  "did  he  h 


Js  that  so  ?•'  said 


e    nose    and 
the 


mark^ 


inock  his  b 


'Him  1 


avc  a 


rah 


o 


nnns  out,"  uas   th 


't  you  ?     Show   me   the 
uy  marks  on  me  !     I'd 


•-ing  ^y,d  ye  !     FaJth   he  did 


ed    the  compIa-'-iant 
cominnr  to   blows    bei 


made  the  place 
words 


•iiifl    they 
ween    themsel 


"Ar- 

insist- 

\vere    near 


ves,   anr! 


ords 
Th 


nng  with  their  oaths  and  hard 


drr!"''r',^-^^-thersoth 


officials  bf  '•p 


mak 


n   to  look  bl 


'"g  out  a  case 


ue 


at  the 


1  he  foreman  of  the  build 


^»s  the  hopes  of 


''i.i,^ainst  me   died 


awav, 


and  said 


'"g  now  interfered 


"I  saw  the  whok 
been  drinking  a  h>tl 
described  the  aff; 


e   th 


I  no-. 


e  too  much 


My  men   have 


■       sayng,    "I  didn't  sec   1 


'''  ^^  it  was,  conclud 


nd  then  h( 


m 


them 


gby 


-nn    strike    either   of 


With  fhis  th 
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e  Captain   boiled 


over  as  hi 
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li- 


saw  I  was  going  to  slip  through  his  fingers 
after  all,  and  shakitig  his  Hm  under  my  nose 
he  called  me  all  manner  of  names,  and  said  : 
"I'll  lock  you  up,  anyway.  I'll  break  up 
that  old  nuisance  of  a  Mission  for  you.  It 
keeps  the  whole  place  in  an  uproar.  1 11  send 
you  back  to  prison  again,  where  you  belong. 
That  old  Mission  is  a  nuisance." 

'•He  has  a  shield  on,  tco,  captain,  inter- 
rupted the  policeman  ;  -'just  look  at  him  ! 
And  he  has  a  great  big  club  down  there  at 
his  ould  Mission  to  knock  men  down  wid. 

At  this  the  Captain  grabbed  me  by  the 
collar  and  tore  my  vest  open,  exclaiming,  '4  11 
take  it  off  you  !"  . 

I  pushed  him  back,  and  raising  my  hnger, 
said,  "Captain,  I  dare  you  to  put  your  finger 

on  that  shield  !"  .     ,    _ , 

As  I  spoke  he  started  for  me  again,  but  the 
opening  of  the  outside  door  caught  his  atten- 
tion, and  there  was  my  wife  coming  in.  He 
did  not  know  her,  and  growled  : 

"What  can  1  do  for  you,  madam  ? 

"What  are  you  going  to  do  with  that  man  ? 
she  questioned. 

..)^hat  iii is  that  to  you  ?    he  retort- 
ed fiercely.  ,  ,      u      i  c 

"A  great  deal,  sir  !     He  is  my  husband  ! 
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she  answered  calmlv  ■  m,!  r  ,i, 

then,  by  .avin«  ," t'r  ""-'"  "«"^"l>tc,l 

trouble,  and  t^ld  i'  '„':?; -''>-^  'j'  "/"e  "f 
"■as  unable  to  leave  I,  1  T^-  ''■  "■"'^li 
ho  put  her  in  ■,  oln-        "^^T  J"*'  "'""•  ^ut 

note.  ^'^>   Missions,  uith  a 

He    went    with    hei    h,    \ir     w-..- 

all  stirred  m/     a  ^"  ""^'^^  '"''^"  "^  ^-d  was 

«icu  up  ina  moment.       "[errv  ch-.ii 
^leep  ,n  that  place  one  nifjht  if  t  c,st    "-n 

My  wife  knew  whose  h-mri^  fi 

'•"..■'nd,asitwasn„;;.rfc;  ttitfofrT 
'"S  to  commence,  she  hurried  L,ckt,?f" 
M.ss^n  to  look  after  thin,,  thlre         '°  "" 

.hcStore::,ri;'l'tid'r7^r''^ 

amoncr  those  hnn«        \1        ,    '^''^"'"  ^^"se 
'!^  uiose  Jions,  anc  though  sho  l-.o,i 

■n.Ued  me  to  God  she  co„|     „o,  .,   ,  1?'"" 

•••nx.ous  and  somewhat  cast  down      ''  ''"''"^ 

111  this  mood  she  came  to  the  door  of  ,i 

^'-..on.  and  looking  inside  she'-swtJdte: 
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all  in  a  heap.  She  has  often  since  spoken  of 
the  peculiar  feeling  she  hatl  when,  looking; 
into  the  Chapel,  she  saw  the  meeting  running, 
in  good  style,  and  Mr.  Jerry  McAuley,  if  you 
please,  sitting  in  his  usual  pl.ice,  leading  the 
meeting. 

She  could  hardly  believe  her  eyes,  and 
giving  them  .i  good  rub,  took  another  look, 
and  finally  concluded  that  it  was  cither  her 
husband  that  she  had  left  a  short  time  ago 
in  the  hands  of  the  sharks,  or  his  ghost  sit- 
ting there,  or  else  that  the  whole  thing  had 
been  ^  i  ugly  dream  from  the  beginning. 

She  knew  she  was  wide  awake,  and  as  I 
didii't  look  very  ghostly,  she  settled  the  mat- 
ter quite  readily  in  her  own  mind,  and  walked 
in  with  a  hearty  "Thank  God  !"  and  took  part 
in  the  meeting. 

This  was  the  way  I  came  to  be  released  : 
The  foreman's  statements  were  hard  to  recon- 
cile with  what  the  drunken  men  had  said, 
and  what  the  officials  would  have  been  glad 
enough  to  prove  against  mc  ;  and  so  after 
talking  and  planning  and  scratching  their 
heads  over  it,  the  sergeant  whispererl  to  the 
others,  "It  won't  do  ;  that  commitment  won't 
stand,  so  we'd  better  tear  it  up  ;"  and  suiting 
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cfl  it  and 


'I'he  forem 


and     said,    "My    men    1 


an  now  interposed  for  his  men 


some,  sir  ;   but  if  you   w  ill   let 


i.'i\e    been    drinking 


work  now  I'd  like  it."     "G 


us  go  back  to 


Captain  ;  and  then,  -rj 


o  on,"  replied  the 


beast  cheated  ^  ,^^ 

fiercely,  "Get  out  of  here  Tg 


k^laring  at.i.ic  hke  a  wild 
ut   of  a  good   haul,   he  said 


et  out 


r 


Capt 


I  thought  you  were  going  to  lock 
plain  ?"  I  said,  quietly. 
"G-e-t  o-u-t !"  he  yelled. 


me  up, 


thought 

contniued.      "Now  I   dare   you   to  do    it » 
why  don't  you  .?" 
"G-e-t  o-u-t  !" 

xo?r''  I''^  ^^LT'^'   ^    ''"^^'•■"^  '   "b"t  mark 
>ou    Captain.  I'll  be   in   this  ward  when  you 

are    urned  out  of  it."     And  I  was  ;  for  short- 

■n  fr  J'"  '7  ^'"'■^  '^'''  h^  ^^'^^  censured 
and  fined,  and  then  he  resigned. 

But  he  caused  me  a  great  deal  of  trouble 
he  fore  my  prophecy  came  true  ;  for  as  soon 
a^  I  got  out  of  his  clutches  that  time  h- 
P-cked  out  the  very  worst  man  he  had  on  the 
'^'ice— a  brutal,  foul-mouthed  fellow  b-  '- 
"ame  of  Fitch-and  sent  this  "guardia 
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my  "protector,"  with  orders  from  headquart- 
ers to  keep  hitn  for  just  that  pcjst. 

"Arrah,  Jerry,"  he  said,  when  he  came  on, 
••I'll  make  it  hot  fer  yer  !"  and  he  kept  his 
word. 

The  meeting's  cotitinued  to  do  \r(  -x\  dur- 
m^  all  this  time.  The  Lord  poured  (jut  His 
blessing',  souls  were  sa\ed,  and  the  devil 
seemed  to  ^row  more  mad  every  day. 

Seeing  they  could  not  get  the  best  of  us 
while  we  were  looking  at  them,  the  rabble 
^ried  some  new  tactics,  and  would  wait  quiet- 
ly until  the  meetings  were  started  and  going, 
v\hen  they  would  smash  the  windows. 

Some  one  would  be  praying  or  talking 
when  crash,  would  go  a  pane  of  glass.  This 
continued  until  there  was  hardly  a  pane  of 
glass  left  in  the  house.  We  wned  them  up 
and  left  but  one  exposed  ;  this  ueing  toward 
the  back  of  the  building,  near  where  the  or- 
gan stood,  had  thus  far  escaped  the  fate  of 
the  others. 

The  meeting  had  commenced  one  after- 
noon, when  bang,  came  a  brickbat  through 
the  windc",',  close  by  the  musician's  head. 

"Oh  !"  he  exclaimed,  as  the  brick  whizzed 
past  him,  "what's  that  ?" 

"Oh,  that's   nothing,"    I   replied    quietly; 
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"they  scrui  whole  pavinjr  stones  sometimes  ; 
that  is  only  a  piece  of  brick  !" 

"Hallelujah!"  cried  one  of  the  audience  ; 
"let  them  come!  The  Lord  is  our  Defence, 
so  they  camiot  harm  us  !" 

It  was  about  this  time  that  the  houses  op- 
posite  bein<;  fmished,  they  were  thrown  open 
for  tenants,  and  a  man  named  Johnny  Wag- 
staff— a  wretched  fellow — moved  in.  He 
came  with  two  big  car-loads  of  furniture,  and 
strutting  around  made  all  the  show  he' pos- 
sibly could. 

As  he  was  about  to  go  into  the  house  with 
the  last  lot  of  goods  some  old  acquaintance 
standing  outside  spoke  to  him,  and  he  turned 
laughingly  anrl  said.  "Oh,  I  thought  I'd  come 
down  and  keep  Brother  McAuIey  company." 

We  hated  to  have  that  rum-hole  there,  tor 
we  had  pra>ed  God  that  no  such  place  should 
e\er  prosper  there.  We  kept  on  praying, 
and  Johnny  found  us  a  thoin  in  his  flesh,  for 
we  cut  off  his  customers  and  hindered  his 
sales. 

He  fought  hard,  and  was  determined  to 
beat  us  anyway  if  possible.  I  shall  never  for- 
get one  Fourth  of  July  night.  They  had 
made  up  their  minds  to  fix  me  and  the  "Ould 
Mission"  that  night  anyway  ;  so  they  pro- 
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cured  an  old  barrel  and  placed  it  in  the  mid^ 
die  of  the  street  ;  they  then  set  a  u  atch  at 
the  d(X)r,  and  as  soon  as  anyone  rose  to  tes- 
tify they  lighter!  a  pack  of  fire-crackers  and 
dropped  them  into  the  emf)fy  barrel. 

Of  course  with  the  terrible  racket  they 
made  a  man  could  not  hear  his  oun  voice 
This  seemed  to  promise  to  be  a  great  success 
and  break  up  the  meeting  entirely,  and  would 
have  done  so  if  a  happy  thought  had  not 
helped  me  out. 

After  they  tried  several  times  in  vain  to 
hear  each  other,  I  said  to  the  congregation 
•'i\ow,  I  want  you  to  watch  me  ;  I'll  select  a 
hymn  ahead  of  the  time,  and  the  moment  I 
say  'Sing  !'  just  sing  with  all  your  might,  and 
vyhen  I  say,  'Testify  !'  be  ready  and  spring 
right  up."  A  convert  arose  and  opened  his 
mouth,  when  bang!  bang!  bang!  went  the 
fireworks  in  the  barrel. 

"Sing  !"  I  shouted,  and  they  fairl}-  roared- 
my!  what  lungs  they  had,  and  you  couldn't 
hear  those  old  fireworks  at  all  !  Just  as  soon 
as  that  pack  was  out  I  called,  "Testify  !"  and 
a  brother  jumped  up,  and  before  they  could 
get  the  next  pack  ready  and  rightly  on  fire 
he  was  through,  and  then  we  drowned  the 
racket  again  with  a  grand  old  hymn. 
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I  knew  they  could  not  keep  this  up  forever 
on  account  of  the  expense,  and  soon  they 
quit  It  and  befjan  to  fire  their  Roman  candles 
at  the  back  of  the  house  ;  but  ue  kept  right 
on,  and  we  never  had  a  better  meeting. 

It  was  certainly  a  lively  one  all  through, 
and  as  one  expressed  it  afterwards,  "We  had 
a  red-hot  time." 

Several  were  helped  spirituallv,  and  among 
others  one  soul  was  gloriously  saved  !  Johnny 
grew  poorer  and  poorer,  and  after  a  while  his 
trouble  mcreased  daily,  and  at  last  his  wife 
died  and  he  gave  up. 

Ue  came  into  the  Mission  and  I  shook 
hands  with  him  and  talked  to  him  kindly,  fie 
soon  moved  out,  and  it  wasn't  much  trouble 
or  him  to  move  now,  for  instead  of  his  car 
loads  of  furniture  he  had  only  an  old  scuttle 
partly  full  of  coal.  He  died  shortly  after- 
wards, and  the  place  was  again  "7\)  let." 

We  carried  the  matter  to  God,  and  prajed 
Him  to  break  up  whoever  came  in  there  to 
sell  rum  ;  and  that  prayer  was  heard,  for 
hiteen  or  sixteen  failed  one  after  the  other 
and  moved  out— several  having  lost  all  their 
money  trying  to  do  the  Devil's  work  in  that 
nlace. 
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npHE  police  gave  him  much  trouble.  It 
-*■  was  there  as  in  many  places,  the 
officers  of  the  law  were  the  greatest  trans- 
gressors. In  this  chapter  he  gives  a  short 
history  of  one  of  them  whose  name  was 
Savage  : 

About  this  time  I  became  so  grieved  over 
the  desolation  and  wickedness  all  around  us 
that  my  soul  .vas  stirred  within  me,  and  I 
couldn't  stand  it  any  longer.  I  knew  it  was 
my  duty  to  do  all  I  could  to  reach  these  poor 
fallen  creatures  and  bring  them  to  God,  and 
thus  check  to  some  extent  the  Devil's  work  ; 
but  it  now  seemed  to  me  that  some  one 
ought  to  strike  at  the  fountain  head,  and 
brc.'ik  up  those  miserable  dives.  I  went  to 
,     and   he    referred     me   to  his  agent, 
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■ ,  and  from  him    I   went  to  a  number  of 

others.  I  was  all  stirred  up,  and  could  not 
sleep  nights.  I  would  toss  on  my  bed,  listen- 
ing to  the  hideous  sounds  from  the  streets 
below— cries,  groans,  mad  laughter,  and 
bro.  en  snatches  of  songs,  with  occasional 
cries  of  "Murder  !     Murder  !" 

At  daylight  I  would  start  out  again  to  see 
if  something  could  not  be  done  to  stop  up 
those  hell-holes,  the  cause  of  all  the  trouble. 
I  received  plenty  of  promises,  and  that  was 
the  end  of  it  ;  until,  finding  I  had  worn  out  a 
pair  of  shoes  and  received  no  help,  I  became 
hopeless  of  doing  anything  in  that  way,  and 
went  for  them  the  best  I  could  on  mV  own 
hook,  trusting  in  God  to  strengthen  m'e  and 
give  me  success  ;  and  He  did,  until  I  kept 
the  police  headquarters  so  w.rni  they  hated 
to  see  me  coming,  and  would  say  when  I 
came  with  a  new  case,  "There  comes  that 
McAuley  again.  Who  in  the  world  has  he 
got  now  ?" 

The  policeman  who  was  now  stationed  on 
that  beat  soon  began  to  let  us  know  that  his 
sympathy  was  uith  the  rum-sellers  and  dives. 

His  name  was  Savage,  and  he  was  rightly 
named  ;  tor  he  was  as  great  a  savage  as  I 
ever  saw.      I  had  thought  nothing   could   be 
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worse  than   Fitch  had  been,   but  this  fellow 
was  worse  than  all. 

When  he  could  not  think  of  anything  else 
to  worry  us,  he  woukl  walk  into  the  IVlTssion 
room,  in  direct  violation  of  his  orders,  while 
the  meeting  was  going  on,  and  stamp  over  to 
where  we  had  a  little  shelf  on  which  a  Bible 
and  a  newspaper  or  two  were  usually  found, 
and  stamping  as  hard  as  he  could  with  his 
great  heavy  boots,  he  would  pick  up  a  news- 
paper, throw  it  down  again,  and  stamp,  stamp, 
stamp,  all  the  way  back  to  the  door,  and  if  I 
would  go  for  him,  he  would  get  out  before  I 
could  get  at  him.  I  was  standing  in  the 
door  one  night,  while  he  stood  outside  with 
some  of  his  friends,  and  finding  he  could  not 
get  in  to  disturb  us  without  passing  me,  he 
commenced  grinning  to  one  of  his  pals. 

"Ah,  I'm  not  going  to  look  after  his  ould 
Mission,"  said  he,  after  throwing  out  a  num- 
ber of  other  slurs. 

"Why,  of  course,"  I  answered  good  and 
loud,  "of  course  you  won't;  but  if  I'd  sling 
you  a  couple  of  dollars  occasionally,  as  all 
these  miserable  gin  mills  do,  you'd  watch  for 
me,  wouldn't  you  .?" 

He  grated  his  teeth  savagely,  and  dropped 
his  hand  to  his  club  like  a  flash  ;  Dut  I  start- 
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ed  towards  him,  and  looking  him   square  in 
the  e}'es,  said  : 

"If  you  dare  to  touch  me  with  that  dub, 
it'll  be  the  last  job  of  the  kind  you'll  ever  un- 
dertake !  You  ha\en't  got  that  poor  woman 
to  club  to  death  now  !" 

He  started  back  astonished,  and  soon  left 
me  to  myself.  My  blood  was  up,  for  I  had 
in  my  mind  a  case  which  I  will  tell  you  about, 
to  show  what  a  brute  he  was  and  what  kind 
of  encouragement  the  poor  fallen  ones  some- 
times receive  to  help  them  to  reform. 

One  of  those  poor  unfortunate  girls,  under 
the  influence  of  liquor,  not  knowing  what  she 
was  doing,  wandered  out  on  the  street  and 
created  some  disturbance  by  singing.  Sav- 
age went  for  her,  and  began  clubbing  her 
with  his  hca\y  night  club. 

It  was  not  daybreak  yet,  and  everything 
else  was  so  still,  we  couUl  hear  her  screams, 
and  distinctly  count  the  heavy  blows  of  that 
terrible  club— thug— thug— thug— like  pound- 
ing a  great  ox. 

I  could  not  stay  in  bed,  so,  running  to  Mie 
window,  I  looked  out  to  see  if  I  could  catch 
him  at  it.  There  was  a  great  pile  of  mortar 
opposite  us,  where  they  were  building  the 
new  h   "ses,  and  'y  >t  as  I  reached  the  window 
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he  struck  her  and  knocked  her  down  into  the 
mortar. 

She  stretched  up  both  hands  at  arms, 
length,  begging  him  not  to  kill  her.  He 
struck  first  one  arm  and  then  the  other  with 
his  club,  and  they  dropped,  as  if  broken  by 
the  blows. 

He  then  beat  her  out  of  the  mortar  and 
across  to  the  curbstone  on  my  side  of  the 
street  ;  when,  as  she  made  one  more  effort  to 
regain  her  feet,  he  knocked  her  down  with 
another  b'  nv,  and  she  dropped  on  my  cellar 
door.  I  dashed  up  the  window,  and  called 
to  him  : 

"Hold  on  there  ?  Why  don't  you  take  that 
woman  in,  if  she's  done  wrong  ?  What  do 
you  want  to  kill  her  for,  say  ?" 

"What's  that  your  business  ?"  he  answered, 
as  soon  as  he  recovered  from  the  surprise 
caused  by  hearing  my  voice. 

"I'll  show  you  in  the  morning,"  I  retorted. 
"Now  you  take  her  to  the  station  house,  or 
I'll  make  you  pay  dear  for  your  brutality  to 
a  helpless  woman." 

He  picked  her  up  and  started  around  the 
corner  with  her,  and  I  went  back  to  bed.  I 
learned  afterwards  that  she  became  so  weak, 
no  doubt  from  <he  clubbing,  that  she  could 
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not  walk  ;  so  he  called  another  policeman  like 
himself,  and  when  they  found  her  unable  to 
go  without  beinjij  carried,  they  fell  to  clubbing 
her  again,  first  one  striking  her  and  then  the 
other ;  and  those  who  heard  it  said  her 
screams  were  terrific. 

A  man  was  clubbed  to  death  on  the  same 
beat  about  this  time,  under  very  susj)icious 
circumstances.  Part  of  Savage's  beat  was 
traveled  during  certain  hours  of  the  night  by 
a  Dutch  policeman. 

The  latter  on  going  over  his  beat  one  morn- 
ing, found,  he  said,  the  body  of  a  man  who 
had  undoubtedly  been  clubbed  to  death  and 
then  thrown  behind  a  box. 

Savage  blamed  it  on  the  poor  Dutchman, 
and  of  course  it  would  not  do  for  me  to  say 
the  former  did  it,  as  I  had  no  personal  know- 
ledge of  the  fact. 

I  take  no  pleasure  in  referring  to  these 
painful  memories,  but  in  order  to  rightly  un- 
derstand our  struggles  at  that  time  you  must 
know  something  of  the  obstacles  we  had  to 
contend  with,  many  of  which  were  actually 
brought  in  our  way  by  the  very  ones  the  city 
was  paying  to  protect  us  ! 

During  all  this  time  the  meetings  were  go- 
ing on  first  rate. 
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But  the  opposition  was  not  confined  to  the 
minions  of  the  law. 

It  was  a  tremendous  struj,^f,de  to  carry  on 
this  work  under  such  difficulties,  and  as  I 
look  back  to  those  stormy  times  I  see  the 
mi^^hty  hand  of  God  leading  and  supporting 
me  through  it  ail.  If  it  had  not  been  for  His 
all-sustaining  grace  I  should  have  quit  and 
got  out  of  that  wicked  locality  as  fast  as  my 
legs  would  carry  me,  but  He  sustained  me  so 
fully  that  I  did  not  even  think  to  myself  of 
giving  up  the  fight. 

There  was  a  special  policeman  detailed  to 
look  after  the  Mission  at  night,  but  he  soon 
proved  as  much  an  enemy  as  any,  until  I  took 
his  number  and  complained  of  him,  and  he 
was  moved  out  of  the  ward. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


STKEXfiTH. 

JERRY  had  a  special   fitness   for  dealing 
with   wicked   men   who  had    no   sence. 
He  controlled  them  without  doing  them  any 
violence.      He  could  keep  order  in   the  ser- 
vices.     He  savs  : 

A  friend  whose  gifts  were  given  by  the 
wholesale  had  charge  of  the  meeting  one 
night  and  stood  with  the  open  Bible  in  his 
hand,  reading. 

I  had  not  reached  the  chapel,  but  was  on 
the  stairs  coming  down.  Mr.  A.  had  just 
finished  a  sentence,  and  was  about  to  read 
further,  when  a  fellow  let  out  an  unearthly 
yell,  like  an  Indian,  "SHJCXCE  !"  he  shout- 
ed, and  Mr.  A.,  who  had  never  heard  such  an 
awful  sound  in  his  life,  jumped  as  if  he  had 
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been  shot,  and  nearly  dropped  the  Bible  froir 
his  hands, 

I  came  in  a  second  after,  and  could  nol 
think  what  was  the  matter.  My  wife  kepi 
nodding  to  me  and  pointing  to  the  giant  of  i 
fellow  who  roared  so. 

I  did  not  know  anything  aboui  it,  though 
I  could  see  something  had  happened  ;  bui 
o't  of  respect  to  the  Book  that  Mr.  A.  wa< 
nc.«v  reading  again,  I  asked  no  questions. 

In  a  moment  or  two  we  were  startled  bv 
another  unearthly  yell,  and  I  walked  down  t( 
where  this  man  sat.  He  was  a  perfect  giant 
with  great,  broad,  massive  shoulders,  and  hii 
red  shirt,  being  open  at  the  neck,  showed  tin 
heavy  matted  hair  on  his  breast,  making  hin 
look  like  a  lion. 

I  spoke  to  him  kindly,  and  told  him  he 
would  have  to  be  good  or  go  out,  and  in 
formed  him  that  we  always  insisted  on  gooc 
order. 

He  pointed  over  his  shoulder  to  his  chun 
sitting  behind  him,  as  much  as  to  say  that  i 
was  he  that  created  the  disturbance  ;  but  '. 
paid  no  attention  to  his  motions,  but  kept  or 
talking  to  him.  I  then  went  back  to  my  seat 
determined  to  keep  an  eye  on  him. 

Mr.  A.   went   on   with    the   reading   anc 
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pretty  soon  I  saw  this  bully  drop  his  head, 
and  in  another  minute  he  utten^rl  that  ter- 
rible yell  for  the  third  time.  I  knew  I  was 
in  for  it  now,  for  if  I  let  this  fellow  i^et  the 
best  of  us  our  last  ho[)e  of  ever  j^oingon  with 
our  mcetin<,'s  undisturbed  would  be  t'.nne. 

I  thouj^ht  of  thus,  and  then  I  looked  at  him, 
and  knew  that  a  row  with  such  a  great  brute 
of  a  fellow  was  no  joke  ;  but  the  work  of  the 
Lord  was  at  stake,  so  I  walked  down  to 
where  he  sat  and  told  him  firmly  he  must 
leave. 

"Ah,  go  on  !"  he  growled.  "What's  the 
matter  wid  you  .?" 

"Come,"  I  answered  quietly,  "you  must  go 
out,  or  I'll  put  you  out." 

He  looked  at  me  a  moment,  but  made  no 
move  to  do  as  I  tf)ld  him. 

I  then  reached  out  and  caught  him  by  the 
collar,  when  he  coolly  threw  his  arms' over 
the  back  of  the  seat,  locking  his  hands  to- 
gether with  a  grip  like  a  vise,  and  said,  with 
a  grin,  "Go  ahead,  old  fellow."  I  suppose  he 
thought  I  could  not  lift  him. 

I  ran  my  hand  down  to  get  a  good  hold  of 
his  shirt-collar,  and  surging  bark.  I  brought 
him  to  his  feet,  bench  and  all.  I  dragged 
him  out  into  the  aisle,  but  he  clung  to  the 
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long  bench  till  one  end  of  it  suddenly  struck 
the  ceilinj^  and  that  broke  his  hold. 

I  jjrabbed  him  by  the  throat  now,  as  he 
•truck  at  me  sf|uare  from  the  shoulder  and 
tried  to  hit  me  between  the  eyes  ;  but  he  soon 
found  out  that  I  had  not  for^'otten  all  I  knew 
of  the  "manly  art"  when  1  stopped  his  bhnvs 
cleverly,  and  in  return  gave  him  another 
shove  nearer  the  door,  tightening  my  grip  on 
his  throat  all  the  time. 

He  kept  hitting  at  me  like  a  madman,  but 
failed  every  time  to  get  a  blow  home  on  me, 
while  in  the  meantime  we  were  eettinu  near- 
er  and  nearer  the  door. 

When  not  striking  at  me  he  would  ciutch 
at  anything  and  evcrjthing— the  benches, 
the  heads  of  those  near  him,  whatever  he 
could  get  a  hold  of — trying  to  stop  his  pro- 
gress, 

I  felt  the  God  of  battles  was  my  Helper, 
and  I  was  bound  to  win.  It  was  like  a  battle 
between  the  kingdoms  of  good  and  evil. 

By  the  time  we  got  to  the  door  we  were  in 
such  a  fearful  struggle  that  when  we  struck 
the  doors — about  two  inches  thick,  and  built 
of  hard  wood — we  carried  them  clear  off  the 
hinges,  and  split  one  door  all  up. 

By  this  time  he  was  black  in  the  face  from 
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my  jjrip  on  his  throat,  and  he  j^'aspcd,  "Let 
Ji.) !  I'll  hcliave  ;  1-c-t  ^'-o  !  I  11  bc-havc  ;  l-c-t 
^'-o,  j-c-r-J-c-r-r-y." 

"Ah,"  I  said,  as  I  jrave  him  otic  more 
sfjiiee/.c  and  a  ti<^hter  one,  and  shoved  him 
off.  "Ah  !  ah  I  >-ou  i^reat  oU]  coward,  you're 
no  man  after  all  !"  He  be^r^etl  hard  and  I 
let  him  ^o. 

When  we  j^ot  out  on  the  siflewalk  where  I 
had  dra^^^^'d  him,  I  found  it  had  been  a  put- 
up  job  ;  for  across  the  street  stood  a  lot  of  his 
chums  shoutin.l,^  "Give  it  to  him,  Jackson  ! 
Give  ould  Hallelujah  Jerry  fits  !"  but  they  did 
not  try  to  help  him. 

"He  won't  ^nve  it  to  him,  nor  you  cither," 
I  re[)licd. 

As  soon  as  Jackson  caught  his  breath  he 
ran  across  the  street  where  there  was  a  new 
buildini,^  and  he  and  some  f)f  the  rest  picked 
up  bricks  and  prepared  to  brickbat  me.  I 
didn't  jrive  them  time,  but  walking'  coolly 
<ner  to  them  I  said,  "Ah,  you  cowards,  drop 
those  bricks— drop  them  !"  and  they  did,  and 
ran  for  their  lives.  I  then  saw  two  police- 
men standing  looking  on  and  laughing  at 
them. 

I  then  returned  to  the  Mission,  and  joined 
in    singing,    "Rock    of  Ages,    cleft    for  me," 
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which  they  had  bet  n  singing  all  through  the 

Things  went  on  ahout  as  usual  after  this, 
the  uoukl-be  disturbers  were  a  little  more 
careful  for  fear  of  meeting  with  a  similar  de- 
feat, for  this  man  Jackson  was  one  of  the 
worst  men  in  that  worst  of  streets. 

"After  a  while,  however,  another  disturber 
came  in  and  thought  he  would  try  a  new  trick 
on  me.  Me  made  some  disturbance,  but  I  saw 
he  had  been  drinking,  and  said,  "Don't  mind 
that  poor  fellow,  friends  ;  he  has  been  takin^ 
a  httle  too  much  gin."  ^ 

^  "Not  a  drop  of  gin,  Jerry,"  he  replied. 
'iNothmg  but  good  ould  bourbon  whiskey." 
I  saw  he  had  got  to  be  bounced,  sol  started 
up  a  good  hymn  and  went  for  him  ;  when  he 
saw  me  coming  he  laid  right  down  on  his 
back  on  the  floor,  thinking  I  couldn't  get  him 
out  m  that  position.  It  may  be  he  had  heard 
how  I  put  Jacksoji  out,  .and'  took  this  way  of 
gettmg  the  best  of  me. 

"All    right,  young  man,"  says    I.    "if     ou 
prefer  gomg  out  that  way,  I've  no  objections-" 
and  taking  him  by  the  coHar  on  the  back  of 
h:s  neck  I  dragged  him  down   the  aisle  and 
out  he  went. 

Few  men  have  any  idea  of  the  terrible  dens 
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with  which  this  w  ck-d  local ':y  was  crowded. 
The  basements  v  i  re  especially  loathsome, 
several  havinpf  particular  names,  such  as  "The 
Well,"  "The  Man-trap,"  etc. 

They  were  merely  holes  in  the  ground  un- 
der the  houses,  tide  backed  in  twice  a  day  at 
high  uater.  In  each  of  these  dark  holes, 
without  any  window  or  outlet,  with  no  sinks 
or  anything  in  the  form  of  an  opening,  for 
any  purpose  whatever  ;  except  the  entrance 
from  the  street,  from  four  to  six  girls  or 
women,  and  as  many  men  used  to  live. 

From  these  death-holes  the  girls  would 
come  out  and  button-hole  men  as  they  passed 
by  ;  sometimes  they  would  snatch  the  hat 
from  a  sailor's  head  and  dart  back  into  their 
den. 

If  he  was  wise  he  would  keej)  right  on  and 
let  his  hat  go,  for  if  UhA  enough  to  go  inside 
it  would  be  the  worse  for  him  ;  he  would  most 
likely  be  thrown  out  after  being  beaten  and 
robbed,  if  not  murdered,  for  sometimes  men 
never  came  out  of  these  holes  alive.  The 
inmates  of  these  filthy  dens  died  off  rapidly, 
but  their  places  were  filled  right  away  by 
others. 

This  terrible  state  of  things  weighed  on  my 
mind  so  that  I  could  not  sleep  at  lu'ght,  but 
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tossed  restlessly  ujjon  my  bed,  and  I  felt  that 
to  clear  my  c(3nscience  I  must  do  somethinc^ 
to  break  up  these  fearful  places.  ** 

I  found  to  my  astonishment  that  the  owner 
of  the  property  where  these  places  were  kept 
was  a  rich  man  lixing  on  IJroadwav,  and  was 
considered  a  nice,  respectable  i,^entleman. 

I  went  to  him  with  my  burden,  but  he  paid 
no  more  attention  to  me  than  he  would  to 
the  barking  of  a  do-  I  could  not  for  the  life 
of  nie  understand  how  this  fine  gentleman 
could  be  so  indifferent  to  things  that  seemed 
so  terrible  to  me. 

My  astonishment  uis  not  so  great  when 
afterwards  I  found  out  that  each  of  these 
holes  brought  him  in  from  S3U  to  S40  per 
month.  '         ^ 

Seeing  that  it  was  no  use  to  expect  any- 
thing from  this  man,  I  next  applied  to  a  well 
known  society,  and  laid  the  matter  before 
the  agent.  The  latter  was  enthusiastic,  and 
tolclmewith  perfect  assurance  he  would  at- 
tend to  ,t  right  away,  and  "he  would  soon 
Have  Water  Street  as  quiet  as  Fifth  Avenue  " 

Encouraged  by  this  I  went  home  and  wait- 
ed to  see  what  they  would  do. 

j  was  becoming  discouraged  again  when  I 
didn  t  see  anything  of  the  tremendous  clear- 
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ing  out  that  had  been  promised,  until  one 
day  on  looking  out  of  the  window,  I  saw 
some  policemen  standing  near  the  curbstone 
on  the  opposite  side,  staring  up  at  the 
Mission. 

My  first  thought  was  that  the  Mission  was 
on  fire,  so  I  walked  over  and  inquired, 
"What's  the  matter  ?      Is  it  on  fire  ?" 

"\o,"  one  of  them  replied,  "we  were  sent 
down  here  to  watch  the  Mission." 

I  looked  at  them  in  astonishment  ;  to  watch 
the  Mission,  while  here  in  broad  sight,  and 
within  a  few  feet  of  them  these  wicked 
wretches  were  robl.ing  and  plundering  ever}-- 
body  they  couK  hold  of. 

"Why,"  I  exci  ..d,  as  soon  as  I  could 
control  myself ;  "I  did  not  want  anyone  to 
watch  the  Mission,  but  I  want  to  break  up 
these  dens  around  here." 

"Oh,  we've  got  nothing  to  do  but  to  obey 
orders,"  was  the  cool  answer  ;  "and  all  the 
orders  we  got  was  to  come  here  and  watch 
the  Mission." 

I  finally  went  to  another  temperance  man, 
paid  him  some  money,  but  with  no  better  re- 
sults ;  but  by  this  time  I  was  learning  how  to 
attend  to  the  matter  m\sclf,  so  having  re- 
ceiverl   some  money  from    Mrs.    Dr.    Barnet 
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and  another  lady,  and  adding  it  to  the  little 
i  had,  I  went  to  work. 

I  selected  some  of  the  converts  to  jrct  the 
proper  evidence  as  witnesses,  and  then  would 
bin.  the  parties  into  court,  and  havin-  .^ood 
clear  testnnony  to  actual  offenses  committed 
I  secured  convictions,  and  thus  broke  .,p 
these  dens  one  after  another,  until  thev  be- 
came as  scarce  as  they  had  once  been  plenti  • 

But  it  uas  no  easy  matter,  and    I  had  to 
comend   w.th   a   bitter  opposition    not    only 
Irom  the  proprietors  of  the  places  themselves 
but  from  their  friends  among  the  lawvers  and 
others    holding    official    po^sitions  ;  ^udg  s 
fc';  r^'  "^  '^"^  J^°^'^^^  authorises 

tnc  right,  I  fought  on. 

A  law3-er  whose  name  has  been  before  the 
pubhc  a  good  deal  lately,  kept  me  on  the 
witness  stand  for  two  hours  and  a  half  atone 
time,  insulting  and  abusing  me,  in  trying  to 

rested'  "  T^   'T"'   ?"-''*"    ^^''^-"  ^   had^r- 
lows  -  '^''  '^''  ''^''^  ^^  ^"^" 

This  fellow  (Dugan)   kept  a   dive,   and    I 
went  in  and  demanded  to  see  his  license  in 
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order  to  secure  evidetice  in  this  way  that  lie 
was  the  proprietor. 

The  bartender  replied,  "The  license  is 
locked  up  in  the  safe,  and  can't  be  ^ot  till 
the  man  who  has  the  key  comes  in."  I  knew 
this  was  a  trick,  for  the  law  demands  that  the 
license  shall  be  hung  up  in  a  conspicuous 
place,  where  anybody  can  see  it.  I  waited 
patiently,  until  one  day,  while  standing  at 
the  door  with  the  policeman  who  was  to  be 
stationed  at  the  Mission,  I  saw  Dugan  enter 
this  dive. 

1  spoke  to  the  policeman,  and  asked  if  he 
would  go  over  with  me. 

"CertainU',"  he  replied,  and  over  we  start- 
ed. We  had  almost  reached  the  door  when 
he  suddenly  stopped  and  refused  to  go  any 
f'Tther. 

"Why,  what's  the  matter  ?"  I  asked. 

"Oh,  I  don't  want  to  get  into  a  muss,  for 
Dugan  is  a  friend  of  the  inspector,  and  he'd 
go  for  me." 

"Ah,  you  old  coward  !"  I  replied  ;  and  there 
I  was,  the  laughing  stock  of  the  whole  crowd 
of  ruffians  and  degraded  women  who  were 
looking  on. 

1  was  not  defeated,  however,  in  the  attempt 
to  arrest  him,  for  sho-tly  after  this  I  had  him 
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taken  up  and  broii^^ht  before  the  judge,  and 
that  was  the  time  uhen  I  receixed  the  rouijh 
handhng  from  the  lawyer. 

I  not  only  had  to  put  up  with  the  abuse  of 
the  lawyers  and  others,  but  was  bothered  with 
repeated  intentional  delays.  The  case  wa. 
called  several  different  times,  but  each  time 
there  n-as  some  pretended  reason  for  laying  it 
over.  Twice,  or  more,  they  pretended  that 
-•upn  w.s  too  sick  to  put  in  an  appearance, 
and  thus  the  thing  was  kept  up  to  worry  my 
lile  out.  "^ 

My  lawyer  failed  to  do  his  duty,  so  ii.  the 
end  I  lost  the  case. 

Shortly  afterwards  Dugan  was  really  taken 
sick,  and  growing  worse,  it  looked  as  if  he 
was  going  to  die.  I  knew  how  he  hated  me 
but  I  also  knew  he  was  now  sick  and  in' 
trouble,  so  I  went  over  and  knocked  at  his 
door. 

"May  I  come  in  ?"  I  asked  kindlv  •  "I  do 
not  want  to  intrude  on  you,  but  would  like 
to  come  in  if  you  will  let  me." 

He  recognized  m>-  xoice,  but  nevertheless 
he  answered  fiiintly,  "Yes,  come  in  if  you 
want  to."  ^ 

I  entered  and  after  talking  with  him  and 
his  wife  a  short  time,  I  pra\-ed  earnestly  for 
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them,  and  held  them  up  in  the  arms  of  faith 
to  a  sin-pardoning  Christ,  who  never  turned 
one  poor,  trembling  soul  away,  and  who  loves 
even  His  enemies,  and  would  do  them  good. 
They  were  much  broken  up,  and  wept  freely, 
and  I  left. 

Encouraged,  I  called  again,  and  brought  a 
beautiful,  sweet  bouquet  of  flowers.  Agi»in  I 
called,  and  this  time  managed  to  secure  a 
few  peaches,  they  being  \er\-  scarce  at  that 
season  of  the  year,  and  brought  them  to  him. 

He  seemed  to  appreci.ite  my  kindness,  and 
was  more  broken  than  e\er.  We  talked  over 
matters,  and,  referring  to  his  business  of  his 
own  accord,  he  said  he  was  sorry  he  ever  en- 
gaged in  the  rum  traffic:  knew  it  was  wrong, 
but  once  in  he  could  not  get  out  without  los- 
ing everything  he  had,  and  this  he  had  not 
the  moral  courage  to  do  while  in  health  and 
strength.  lie  lingered  a  short  time,  and 
then  died  from  exhaustion. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 


SOUL  SAVIXC;. 


\\7liKN  there  was  the  ^rreatest  power  in 
^        his  meeLings,  was  tlie  time  when  he 
received  the  most  opposition.    Me  had  many 
souls  for  his  hire.      He  says  : 

Meanwhile  the  work  of  soul  saving  went 
on  with  wonderful  success,  and  God's  presence 
was  manifested  more  and  more. 

There  would  be  as  many  as  twenty-five  or 
thirty  forward  for  prayers  at  one  time,  while 
the  aisle  would  be  crowded  with  those  unable 
to  get  scats. 

Still  the  meetings  increased  in  interest  and 
attendance  until,  there  being  no  room  inside, 
the  people  gathered  around  the  door  on  the 
sti*eet. 


JERRY  MCAULKV, 


135 


VVc  could  not  find  standing  room  for  more 
than  half  of  those  who  wanted  to  tjet  in. 

The  revival  took  effect  for  a  while  amonjT 
the  captains  of  the  Baltimore  freight-boat 
line,  and  became  of  considerable  interest. 

One  captain    by   the    name   of  B got 

converted,  and  also  all  of  his  crew  excepting 
the  cook. 

One  night  his  engineer,  having  heard  from 
others,  came  to  see  for  himself  The  captain 
was  there  that  night  seeking  help,  and  before 
the  meeting  closed  the  engineer  became 
deeply  convicted  and  kn'^lt  to  ask  God  to 
forgive  his  sins. 

While  we  were  all  on  our  knees  some  one 
whispered  to  me  that  Captain  B.  and  his  en- 
gineer did  not  speak  to  each  other.  "Is  that 
so  ?"  I  answered,  and  getting  off  my  knees  I 
went  to  him  and  \.hispered  : 

"Captain,  you  must  be  an  awful  hypocrite  !" 

"Why  ?  I  low  so  ?"  he  replied  in  astonish- 
ment. 

"Because  you  claim  to  be  seeking  the  Lord, 
and  yet  you  won't  speak  to  so  and  so  o\er 
there,  and  are  holding  hatred  in  your  heart. 
Shame  on  you  !" 

He  dropped  his  head,  and  leaving  him  I 
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went  softly  over  to  tin-  cni^inccr  and   whis- 
pered the  same  words  to  hiin. 

It  was  but  a  moment  when  the)-  hoih 
spranj^  to  their  feet  at  once,  as  if  moved  by 
the  same  impulse,  and  meeting',  fairly  hu<,'tred 
each  other,  and  wept,  and  then  knelt  down 
together  and  cried  to  God  for  forgiveness. 

They  j)ra\'ed  earnestl\'  for  mere)-,  and  the 
captain  was  the  first  to  receive  the  answer. 

He  clapped  his  hands,  and  the  joy  was 
beiming  in  his  face.  Hut  he  had  hardly 
time  to  straighten  up  fully  when  the  engineer 
also  caugh:  Mie  jf)yful  sound  of  forgiveness 
and  was  or  :.is  feet  in  an  instant  ;  and  then 
they  began  shaking  hands  and  hugging  each 
other  again. 

The  Spirit  of  the  Lord  had  touched  them, 
and  all  their  enmity  and  hatred  had  vanished 
like  the  dew  before  the  rising  sun. 

Others  soon  caught  the  spirit,  and  gathered 
around  them  shaking  hands  and  rejoicing, 
shouting  and  weeping  with  them,  until  sonie 
of  the  ou'siders  ran  across  the  street,  think- 
ing the  old  Mission  was  tumbling  down. 

I  asked  one  of  the  boatmen  v.  no  was  saved 
at  that  time,  when  he  was  testifying,  "How 
do  you  know  you  arc  converted  .?" 

"Well,  I'll  tell  you,"  he  replied  :   "I   went 
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from  here  to  my  lH):it,  I'vA  lockiii^  tlio  door, 
just  made  up  my  miiul  iwwv  to  opc-u  it  until 
convt'ttt'd.      And  I  ktpl  my  word  '" 

"How  could  you  toll  'viieii  it  was  done  ?" 
"Well,  I  11    have   to  explain   it    in   my  own 


wav 


1) 


e  ausweiec 


1,    "but  it 


.seems  to  me  the 


Loid  just  took,  as  it  were,  something  like  a 
baruai  le-scraper  (a  keen,  sliarj)  ed^ed.  three- 
cornered  piece  of  steel,  ta^teuecl  to  a  lonj;  han- 
dle, fnid  used  to  scrape  ofi"  the  little  shellfi->li 
and  other  depo--its  that  ^'itl'^'r  <"i  tlic  bottom 
of  vessels),  and  sciaped  my  heart  all  out  clear, 
and  I  have  not  felt  auythiny;  v\ron^  theie 
since  !" 

Another  came  forward,  and  I  asked  him  to 
pra>   for  himself. 

"I  can't.  I  don't  know  how,"  lie  repli<d 
mournfully. 


O 

ver. 


yes,     you    can  -just    say     the    Lord's 


It. 


I  don't  know  it." 
Did  you  ever  hear  it  ?" 
'No  ;  I've  heard  about  it,  but  I  never  heard 

"Well,  just  \nny  in  your  own  way.  A»k 
the  Lord  for  what  you  want  in  your  own 
words." 

He  bowed  his  head,  and  in  a  moment  broke 


out,    "O  Lord  !  O  Lord  !   scratch 


mv  suis  out. 


and  tlien  keep  them  .scratched  out  I"   and  the 
Lord  answered  that  simple  but  honest  prayef." 
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One  ni^lit  we  had  a  woiulerful  meeting  ;  a 
Catholic  girl  was  earnestly  seeking  salvation. 
She  had  pleaded  and  j^rayed  for  foij>[ivenes.s 
for  a  long  time  without  t-xiKrieming  any 
change,  while  the  SjHrit  of  Goil  seemed  to 
hover  over  that  cotigregation  and  every  other 
prayer  was  stilled  in  awe,  as  all  {)resent  lis- 
tened breathlessly  to  the  simple  but  deep  and 
fervent  petition  of  that  poor  girl. 

She  actually  seemed  to  talk  to  Ood  face  to 
face,  with  a  holy  reverence  that  subdued  every 
listener  and  hushed  every  doubting  thought. 

All  at  once  she  ceased  praying  aloud,  and 
bowed  her  head  in  silence  upon  the  seat,  while 
a  peculiar  hush  rested  on  every  heart,  as  if  ex- 
pecting a  quick  answer. 

After  a  moment's  silence  she  slowly  raised 
her  face  toward  heaven,  and,  wiili  hands  out- 
stretched, whispered  distinctly,  "He  is  com- 
ing !  He  is  coming  !"  bringing  her  hands  to- 
gether in  triumph  as  she  uttered  the  last  word. 
Her  prayer  was  answered,  her  faith  accepted. 

She  made  no  farther  demonstration  for  a 
moment,  and  nothing  could  be  heard  but  her 
deep  breathing,  and  the  subdued  sobs  of  some 
others  kneeling  near  her,  while  they  actually 
trembled  so  that  the  rattle  of  the  bench  at 
which  they  knelt  could  be  distinctly  heard,  in 
spite  of  their  efforts  to  hold  it  still. 

This  girl  became  a  remarkably  earnest  and 
devout  worker. 
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It  was  really  wonderful  to  witness  her  faith 
and  her  success  in  reachinjj;  otIuMs,  especially 
women,  and  brin^in^  them  to  Christ. 

She  remaijied  taitliful,  and  removed  to  the 
far  West  afterwards,  where  she  continued  an 
efficient  and  hi>;hly  esteemed  Christian  worker. 

About  this  time  an  Irishman  who  had 
worked  for  McCreery  cS:  Co.,  came  to  us.  He 
was  a  handsome  man,  and  came  of  a  wealthy 
family  in  Ireland. 

He  was  dissipated  and  almost  a  wreck, when 
sent  to  this  country  to  remove  him  beyond  the 
influence  of  his  old  associates,  and  reform  him. 
But  change  of  place  is  not  a  change  of  heart, 
and  new  comrades  of  similar  habits  are  not 
hard  to  find  in  America  when  a  person  has  a 
little  money  to  share  with  them  in  debauchery. 

He  grew  worse,  until  his  father  refused  to 
send  him  any  more  money  to  squander,  and 
in  this  condition  some  one  brought  him  to  the 
Mission.  He  was  led  to  seek  the  Lord,  and 
was  .soundly  converted.  He  kept  up  a  corres- 
pondence with  his  father,  who  soon  discovered 
by  the  general  tone  of  his  letters  that  there 
was  some  remarkable  change  in  his  boy  forthe 
better,  and  after  a  further  trial  he  received 
him  to  his  affection  again,  and  sent  him  money 
with  which  to  return  home  in  joy  and  restored 
confidence. 

He  came  and  bade  us  a  tender  goodbye,  and 
said  he  expected  to  have  one  of  his  father's 
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houses  opened  and  run  as  a  Mission  similar  to 
the  Water  Street  Mi.>>sion,  as  soon  as  circum- 
stances would  permit. 

Another  remarkable  incident  occurred  about 
this  time.  A  gentleman  from  the  West,  after- 
wards the  editor  of  the  / Record,  came  to 

New  York  on  some  mining  bu-^iness. 

Being  a  drinking  man  lie  drank  to  excess, 
spent  his  money,  neglected  his  business, and  at 
last  he  became  so  reduced  that  he  could  not 
raise  the  price  of  a  drink,  or  even  a  meal  to 
keep  body  and  soul  together. 

Famished  with  hunger,  he  wandered  down 
to  the  Battery,  where  he  .saw  a  crowd  around 
a  street  preacher. 

Anything  was  better  than  to  be  alone,  with 
the  craving  of  the  rum  appetite,  the  gnawing 
de.sires  for  food,  and  the  lashings  of  his  con- 
science, ns  he  thoui^ht  of  the  cheerful  home 
atid  the  loving  trustful  wife  who  was  expect- 
ing his  return,  while  he  was  wandering  here  a 
pentuless,  de--erted  drunkard. 

He  went  toward  the  gathering  and  took  his 
seat  on  one  of  the  benches.  He  listened  a 
while  but  felt  no  interest. 

Finally  it  seemed  he  could  do  without  food 
no  longer,  and  turning  to  a  dirty  tramp  who 
sat  on  the  bench  beside  him,  he  asked.  "Say, 
where  can  a  fellow  gt*t  something  to  eat  ?  I'm 
dead  broke,  and  have  had  no  food  for  several 
da  vs. 
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The,  tramp  turned  toward  him  and  said, 
"Why,  don't  you  know  !  Why,  i^o  up  to 
Jerry's  of  course  !  It's  a  bv^  layout  about 
ten  o'clock  Sunday  morninijj.  All  the  bums 
here  take  it  in,  I  tell  yer  !  Ycr  get  a  good 
bowl  of  soup  and  a  chunk  o'  bread  ;  and  say," 
he  continued,  as  he  smacked  his  lips  in  anti- 
cipation, "the  souj/s  got  meat  in  it  too  !" 

He  had  no  choice  now,  so  getting  the 
directions  from  his  new  acquaintance,  he 
came  to  the  Mission.  I  saw  him  as  soon  as 
he  entered  and  picked  him  out  as  a  peculiar 
case. 

He  carried  a  cane,  not  worth  pawning,  and 
though  h'^  bore  eve  mark  of  dissipation,  a 
judge  of  human  nature  could  see  in  a  moment 
that  he  liad  seen  better  da\s. 

I  walked  up  to  him  and  received  him  cord- 
ial!}-, treating  him  as  a  visitor  ;  shook  hands, 
spoke  jjleasantly,  as  if  I  did  not  know  he  was 
dead  broke,  and  in  want.  He  looked  at  me 
and  siiid,  "Say,  I'm  hungry  ;  won't  }uu  give 
me  something  to  eat  ?" 

I  took  him  to  the  corner  of  the  table,  and 
gave  him  a  knife  and  fork,  the  rest  had  to  go 
for  it  with  the!'-  fingers,  and  in  half  a  minute 
llic  bowl  was  empty,  and  bread,  meat  and  all 
were  devoured.      I    filled   it  the  second  time 
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carelessly,  pretending  not  to  notice  his  hufi- 
ger. 

After  he  had  eaten  sufficiently^  I  talked  to 
him  about  his  soul.  I  was  deeply  in  earnest, 
and  he  felt  it,  and  finally  broke  down,  wept 
and  prayed. 

He  then  told  me  his  story  :  "Oh  !"  said  he, 
in  tears;  "I'm  a  man  that  has  a  happy  home, 
and  a  loving  wife  with  a  dear  little  child.  I 
have  not  written  home,  and  they  have  no 
idea  where  I  am.  I  came  on  here  to  see 
about  some  mining  stock,  but  I  fell  into  bad 
company  and  took  to  drinking,  and  all  my 
money  is  gone,  and  I  dare  not  write  home 
now." 

Ke  did  not  get  clearly  saved,  though  he 
made  some  effort  in  tliat  direction.  He  left 
off  drinking,  and  telegraphing  home,  his  wife 
sent  him  Si uo  to  return  to  Michigan  with. 

I  bade  him  goodbye,  and  shook  hands 
with  him  as  he  left  to  take  the  train  ;  but  alas 
for  him  !  he  concluded  to  take  one  drink, 
thinking  it  no  harm  if  used  in  moderation  ; 
and  the  first,  as  usual,  demanded  a  second, 
and  he  remained  in  the  city,  and  his  waiting 
wife  and  child  were  disappointed  in  their  ex- 
pectation of  ftither's  return. 

He  became  beastly  drunk,  and  after  a  short 
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spree  found  himself  penniless  and  friendless 
again. 

In  despair  he  went  and  enlisted  in  the 
navy,  thinking  in  this  way  to  bury  himself 
from  the  eyes  and  search  of  all  his  friends, 
and  at  the  same  time  be  placed  where  he 
could  not  get  hold  of  the  cause  of  all  his 
trouble — the  cursed  rum. 

His  wife  waited  patiently  for  him  ;  but 
failing  to  see  or  hear  anything  of  him,  she 
could  stand  the  suspense  no  longer,  as  i  came 
to  New  York  to  look  for  him. 

She  searched  in  every  direction,  but  failed 
to  find  him  ;  and  then,  remembering  that  his 
address  had  been  3(6  Water  Street,  she  al- 
most gave  up  all  hope,  for  on  inquiring,  she 
heard  that  Water  Street  was  the  lowest,  most 
wicked  street  in  the  whole  city. 

Almost  broken-hearted,  she  came  down  to 
the  Mission,  and  supposing  from  what  she 
had  heard  that  it  was  a  bad  house,  she  trem- 
bled to  come  in  and   make  any  inquiries. 

She  decided,  after  waiting  as  long  as  she 
dared,  to  take  a  look  in  at  the  winflows,  any- 
way, and  shading  her  ej-es  with  her  hands, 
ihe  peered  in  through  the  glass,  and  was 
struck  to  see  right  before  her  eyes  two  mot- 
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toes,  "Have  Faith  in  God,"  and  "Stand  up 
for  Jesus."  on  the  wall. 

"Surely,"  she  thou^dit  ;  "this  can't  be  a  bad 
house  ;"  and  she  finally  mustered  up  courage 
enough  to  come  inside,  and  not  seeing  hef 
husband,  to  inquireof  the  janitor,  "Does  Mr- 
M live  here  ?" 

"No,  ma'am,"  replied  the  person  question- 
ed, "he  did  stop  here,  but  has  gone  liome  to 
his  family  out  West." 

"When  did  he  go  ?"  she  asked  fearfully  ; 
the  man  answered,  and  she  knew  from  the 
date  mentioned  that  he  would  have  reached 
home  weeks  before  she  left  there  if  nothing 
had  happened,  and  with  a  stifled  moan  she 
sank  faint-like  on  a  seat. 

The  truth  now  burst  upon  her  mind  that 
he  was  again  on  one  of  those  fearful  sprees. 
Xo  one  could  tell  her  where — in  the  city,  or 
in  some  railroad  town  along  the  njute  from 
here  to  her  home  ;  no  one  could  tell  her 
whether  in  prison  or  out,  whether  dead  or 
alive  ;  who  coukl  know  ? 

She  thought  of  this,  and  then  of  her  desert- 
ed home  and  little  one  so  many  miles  away  ; 
and  heart-broken,  hopeless  and  worn  out,  she 
burst  into  tears. 

As  soon  as  she  could  control  herself  suffic- 
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iently  she  told  him  who  she  was,  and  then 
we  came  in  and  did  what  we  could  to  ccjm- 
fort^  her. 

She  bc<^an  a  diligent  search  for  her  poor, 
drink-cnsiaved  husband,  but  for  a  lon[^  time 
it  was  all  in  vain.  She  employed  the  best  de- 
tectives she  could  get.  In  the  me'diitime  sb.e 
knelt,  burdened  and  sin-sick,  at  the  feet  of 
Christ,  and  was  gloriously  saved. 

"Just  think  of  it,  coming  1,500  miles  to 
get  converted  !"  she  exclaimed.  "Surely,  God 
moves  in  a  mysterious  way." 

She  continued  the  search  without  getting 
any  track  of  her  husband,  until,  becoming 
completely  discouraged  in  all  human  efforts, 
she  took  u  all  to  God  in  prayer  and  left  it 
with  Him. 

She  was  about  to  start  for  home,  when  Mr. 

!\I vvas  discovered    in    the    Navy  Yard. 

Steps  were  immediately  taken  to  get  his  re- 
lease, and  they  were  surprised  to  find  so  little 
opposition  from  those  who  knew  him  there  ; 
but  we  soon  learned  that  it  was  because  his 
melancholy  and  despondent  state  of  mind 
unfitted  him  entirely  for  any  service  ;  and 
not  only  affected  him,  but  his  comrades  also, 
to  such  a  degree,  they  too  were  made  home- 
sick. 
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He  became  a  nuisance  and  they  weic 
actually  glad  to  get  rid  of  him  with  his  blues. 

The  devoted  wife  went  after  her  repentant 
husband,  and  as  soon  as  they  could  get  to  the 
city  they  came  direct  to  the  Mission,  and 
bowed  together  before  God. 

Such  a  sight  was  scarcely  ever  seen  on 
earth ;  and  as  the  poor  man,  amid  the  sobs 
and  prayers  of  his  wife  and  the  rest  of  us, 
gave  his  heart  to  Christ,  we  felt  assured  there 
was  joy  in  the  presence  of  the  angels  of  God. 

He  returned  home  with  his  now  happy 
companion,  and  we  soon  lieard  that  his  busi- 
ness had  proved  a  success,  and  was  bringing 
him  in  a  great  deal  of  money  ;  his  prosperity 
proved  too  much  for  h[m,  however,  and  he  fell 
from  his  Christian  profession. 

He  remained  in  a  backslidden  condition 
but  a  short  time,  and  returned  to  the  Lord 
again,  was  fully  recovered,  and  remained  so 
to  the  hour  of  his  happy  death. 

About  this  time  in  our  history  a  profes- 
sional gambler  named  William  Fitzmorris, 
supposed  to  be  the  inventor  of  the  envelope 
game,  came  to  the  Mission. 

He  had  been  keeping  a  gambling  house  up- 
town, but  according  to  his  statement,  had  to 
come  down  so  heavy  to  keep  on   the  right 


JKRRV  MCAULEV. 


147 


side   of  the   police,   that   his  business  could 
not  stand  the  strain. 

So  he  moved  into  a  new  place  in  a  base- 
ment, and  stationed  three  men  at  difterent 
points  as  lookouts,  to  keep  the  police  from 
coming  on  him  unawares— finding  it  cheaper 
to  keep  three  men  under  salary  than  to  pay 
the  blackmail  he  had  been  paying  before. 

A  certain  notorious  policy-dealer  offered 
him  three  dollars  a  day  to  write  policy-slips. 
How  wonderfully  God  works,  and  how  lit- 
tle we  know  what  is  to  come  to  our  plans  1 
Fitzmorris  accepted  the  job  and  came  down 
to  see  about  it. 

Standing  on  the  corner  he  saw  our  lamp, 
and  asked  somebody,  "What's  that  ?"  "Why, 
that's  Jerry  McyXuley's.  You  ought  to  take 
it  in  ;  it's  as  good  as  a  theatre."  He  came  in  to 
see  the  fun,  but  became  interested,  and  the 
testimonies  melted  him  all  up  and  he  came 
forward,  knelt  down,  and  was  saved. 

He  gave  some  fearful  descriptions  of  his 
terrible  business,  and  the  scenes  he  had  wit- 
nessed while  engaged  in  it. 

He  told  how  men  of  families  would  come 
in  and  stake  little  by  little  their  earnings  un- 
til every  cent  was  gone  ;  tnen,  fascinated  by 
the  game,  they  would  strip  off  their  clothing 
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piece  by  piece  until  they  could  ^o  no  further; 
of  the  young  gjrls  sent  by  mothers  to  buy 
policy  slips  for  them— sent  into  these  hell- 
holes, amid  the  cursing  and  obscenity  of  the 
loungers  there,  by  their  own  mothers— until 
step  by  stPf)  they  began  to  be  crazed  over  the 
game  and  uould  buy  for  themselves. 

From  an  experiment  it  grew  to  be  a  habit, 
from  a  habit  it  became  a  passion,  and  in  the 
end  they  would  sell  themselves  to  get  money 
to  gamble  with. 

His  revelations  were  published  in  the  daily 
papers,  and  his  old  associates  became  so  en- 
raged that  they  threatened  to  kill  him. 

We  kept  him  with  us,  however,  and  thus 
protected  him  from  their  fury.  His  health 
continued  to  fail,  and  we  expected  soon  to 
have  the  sad  task  of  laying  him  in  the  grave; 
but  his  friends  came  and  took  charge  of  him,' 
and  by  his  consent  removed  him  to  their 
home. 

He  got  no  better,  and  it  was  plain  that  his 
end  was  near.  He  did  not  fear  death,  but 
continued  strong  in  the  faith  and  clear  in  the 
assurance  of  his  acceptance  with  God  through 
Jesus  Christ. 

Finally,  when  almost  gone,  he  made  a  re- 
quest to  the  dear  old  Mission,  where  he  had 
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found  peace  to  his  poor  soul,  that  he  mij^ht 
there  testily  to  the  precious  love  of  Christ 
once  more. 

Finclin<jj  his  heart  was  set  on  it,  his  friends 
consented,  and  he  was  broui^ht  in  a  carriaj^e 
to  the  Mission,  and  there,  held  upon  his  feet 
by  a  man  on  each  side  of  him,  he  ^ave  his 
dyin^  testimony. 

It  was  a  wonderful  time  !  It  seemed  as  K 
we  stood  on  the  steps  of  heaven,  and  \-ou 
couldn't  hear  a  breath.  Me  stood,  and,  with 
feeble  voice  and  shinini^  face,  every  word  of 
convincing  power,  <;ave  his  lest  testimony: 

"I  know  1  am  dyin;^  ;  I  know  it,  and  be- 
cause I  know  it,  I  came  here  to  cjive  my  dy- 
i;i^  testimony,  to  speak  once  more  in  this 
hallowed  spot  ere  my  tongue  is  silent  for- 
ever. 

Vou  can  never  put  on  paper  the  tones  of 
his  voice  or  the  effect  of  that  wonderful 
scene.  No  one  who  was  there  will  e>  er  for- 
get it. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 


STORV  OF   A  SAILOR. 


'T^HIS  is    one   of  the    many    remarkable 
^       events    in    the  history  of  the   Water 
Street  Mission.     Jerry  has  given   this  as  a 
sample  of  the  work  Hone. 

A  certain  man  called  "Rowdy  Brow  "  a 
great,  powerfully-built,  courageous  fello  was 
a  terror  to  the  Fourth  VVasd. 

He  had  been  a  mate  on  the  Liverpool 
packets,  and  was  a  savage  brute,  He  hated 
religion  and  everything  belonging  to  it. 
Once  he  happened  to  see  a  man  sitting  on 
the  forecastle  read"ng  his  Bible,  and  without 
a  word  or  sign  of  provocation,  Brown  drew 
back  his  1  avy  boot  and  kicked  the  poor  fel- 
low square  in  the  mouth,  knocking  his  teeth 
out  and  disfiguring  him  cruelly. 
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He  went  to  California  once,  and  while 
there,  it  was  rejxjrtcd,  killctl  several  men. 
We  always  receive  such  rumors  carefully, 
knowiniL^  how  things  ^rowand  are  exaggerat- 
ed by  traveling  from  one  to  another  ;  l)ut 
there  was  probably  some  truth  in  the  stories, 
for  when  questioned  by  me,  he  acknowledged 
that  there  was  something  in  it,  by  explaining 
to  me  how  some  of  the  cases  occurred. 

He  seemed  utterly  fearless  of  consequences 
to  himself,  as  he  proved  by  standing  one  day 
cursing  a  man  to  his  face  who  stood  with  a 
revolver  in  each  of  his  hands  and  fired  both 
their  contents  into  his  body.  That's  the  kind 
of  a  man  "Row^ly  Brown"  was. 

He  was  stopping  at  Mr.  Rhody's  new 
Sailors'  Home,  when  he  w'as  told  that  one  of 
his  sailor  chums  was  converted   at  the   Mis- 


sion. 


He  was  mad  when  he  heard  of  it,  and 
swore  a  big  oath,  adding,  "I  will  take  a  bottle 
of  whiskeys  down  there,  and  when  that  feller 
gets  up  to  talk,  I'll  take  him  by  the  upper 
jaw  in  one  hand,  and  the  lower  jaw  in  the 
other,  tear  his  mouth  open,  and  pour  the 
whiskey  down  h'wri  or  break  his  hack  in  the 
attempt."  And  he  meant  it,  and  was  capable 
of  doing  it. 
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I  (lirl  not  know  of  his  threat  orof  liis  com- 
ing', or  I  should  have  been  on  tlic  watcli  for 
him.  lie  came  armed  with  the  black  bottle, 
and  waited  for  his  old  companion  to  tt:stify, 
in  order  to  carry  out  liis  plan. 

While  waitin-,^  he  listenrd,  and  listening, 
became  intereste  !,  uii'il  all  of  a  sudden  he 
felt  a  strange  feeling  comin.i;  over  him,  and 
lie  bc^an  to  tremble.  He  fou<,dit  it  off  with 
all  his  natural  obstinacy,  but  it  was  no  use  : 
it  c  .ntinued  to  j^row  slron^^er,  and  when  his 
friend  arose  to  testify,  this  human  lion  was  as 
tame  as  a  lamb. 

When  the  testimonies  were  ended,  and 
sinners  were  invited  to  come  forward,  Brown 
stood  up  and  called  out,  "Oh,  prav  for  me  !" 
Kverythini]j  was  in  a  state  of  (juict  but  in- 
tense excitement  in  a  moment,  for  many  pre- 
sent knew  his  desperate  character.  We 
gathered  around  him,  and  how  he  cried  for 

mercy  ! 

It  was  awful  to  hear  that  man  ^roan  and 

beg  ! 

His  strong  body  was  racked  with  the  an- 
guish of  his  soul. 

Ho  continued  seeking  in  this  manner  until 
the  meeting  closed,  but  apparently  with  but 
little  encouragement.     On  the  second  night. 
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after  gcttin*^  into  his  bed,  he  was  pras  iii^ 
caniestlv,  when  siultleiily  the  li;^ht  broke  into 
his  he.irt  and  he  knew  thi'  work  was  doni.'. 

He  juiiipeil  out  of  bed  and  soon  aroused 
his  tnatc  who  slept  witli  liiin,  witli  his  shouts 
of  praise  to  God  for  His  pardonin;^  tn«;rey. 

He  Ix'caine  a  dili^^ent  worker,  and  some- 
times in  his  earnestness  would  ^o  out  on  the 
street,  j)ick  up  a  poor  sailor,  and  almost  haul 
him  into  the  Mission. 

When  tiic  invitation  was  ^ivcn  to  itiose 
anxious  to  be  saved  tf)  rise  for  pravei,  he 
would  put  his  arm  under  theirs  and  fairly 
hoist  them  up.  Melted  by  the  burnin^\  lov- 
in;^'  prayers,  man\-  a  man  W(juld  weep  .iiid 
}'ield  iiimself  to  be  saved. 

Brown   was   liberal   with    hi 
often  on  his  return  from   a  vo\a<'e  Iv. 


s    means,    and 


won 


Id 

j^ive  us  fifteen  or  twent)'  dollars  at  a  time  U, 
help  on  the  work. 

How  he  lived  his  reh'f^ion  aboard  ship  aiui 
among  his  associates  can  be  best  told,  by  re- 
lating the  following  incidents  : 

"tie  shipped  on  one  occasion,  after  his 
conversion,  aboard  the  West  India  brig 'Xol- 
lie.'  The  captain  was  ashore  one  day  while 
at  Matan/.as,  and  met  an  ok!  acquaintance,  a 
captain     also,     whom    Brown    had    formerly 
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known,  and  in  fact  had  beaten  unmercifully 
a  few  years  before. 

After  a  few  minutes'  conversation  the  cap- 
tain of  the  "Nellie"  remarked  : 

"Captain,  do  you  know  who  is  converted  ?" 

"No,  I  don't." 

"  'Rowdy'  Brown." 

"What  !"  exclaimed  the  other,  looking  at 
his  friend  as  if  he  thought  him  crazy  ; 
"  'Rowdy'  Brown  !"  then  adding  slowly,  after 
a  moment's  silence,  "I  don't  believe  it." 

"Well,  he  is,  all  the  same,  and  is  aboard 
my  brig  now  !" 

"I  cannot  believe  it,"  continued  the  doubter. 
"Do  you  know  he  gave  me  a  most  unmerci- 
ful thrashing  once,  besides  cutting  away  my 
brig  another  time  ?  He  was  a  devil  ;  he  can- 
not be  converted." 

"Yes,  sir,  he  is,"  insisted  the  first,  "and  he 
is  going  to  have  a  prayer-meeting  on  board 
to-night.     Come  and  attend  it,  won't  you  ?" 

The  other  made  no  reply,  but  seemed  com- 
pletely bewildered  by  the  astonishing  news 
he  had  just  heard,  and  they  parted. 

"Rowdy"  Brown  had  fixed  up  the  deck  of 
the  Nellie,  and  had  a  great  canvas  stretched 
for  an  awning,  with  a  sign  painted,  bearing 
in  large  letters,   "Jerry    McAuIey's    Prayer- 
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Meeting  here  this  Afternoon  at  three  o'clock." 
He  would  run  the  boats  backward  and  for- 
ward, and  bring  off  loads  of  sailors  to  the 
meeting. 

A  revival  broke  out,  and  spread  among  the 
crews  of  the  different  vessels.  Gentlemen 
and  ladies  also  from  the  shore,  vvho  were  from 
the  United  States,  but  were  living  there, 
came  aboard  and  became  deeply  interested  in 
the  meetings. 

One  day  "Rowdy"  Brown  went  as'-^re, 
and,  meetii  g  a  sailor  he  knew  slightl)-,  asked 
him  to  come  to  th(^  meeting.  The  man 
showed  a  bitter,  hateful  spirit,  and  replied, 
with  a  sneer,  "No,  I  won't."  "IV:)  come,  oh 
do  !"  said  Brown  earnestly  ;  and  yielding  to  a 
sudden  impulse,  before  the  jiian  could  reply 
he  fell  on  his  knees,  and  with  eyes  filled  with 
tears,  begged  him  to  come  to  Christ. 

The  man  looked  at  him  for  a  moment,  but 
hardening  his  heart  against  those  strange 
pleadings,  growled,  "No,  I  won't  go:  I've 
been  to  McAuley's  in  New  York,  and  he 
couldn't  convert  me,  and  you  can't  neither." 

Brown  declared,  on  meeting  some  of  his 
Christian  helpers  directly  afterwards,  that  as 
soon  as  that  man  said  those  words  all  inter- 
est for  him  left,  and  he  had  a  strange  feeling 
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as  if  cold  water  had  struck  him,  and  arose 
from  his  knees,  wondering  what  it  meant. 

The  next  day  the  man  who  so  bitterly  re- 
fused the  offers  of  mercy  was  working  on  a 
scaffold  over  the  side  of  his  vessel,  when  sud- 
denly he  was  missed  by  some  one  who  want- 
ed him. 

The  scaffold  was  empty  ;  and  though  the 
vessel  was  searched  he  could  not  be  found. 
Shortly  afterwards  his  body  was  discovered 
through  the  clear  water,  lying  face  down- 
ward, with  his  mouth  in  the  sand  at  the  bot- 
tom. 

He  was  fished  up,  and  a  black  bottle, 
partly  filled  with  liquor,  was  found  in  his 
pocket.  He  probably  became  drunk,  and 
fell  off  the  scaffold  into  the  water. 

It  was  a  strange  affair,  and  so  affected  his 
shipmates,  who  seemed  to  think  it  was  the 
voice  of  God  in  a  fearful  providence,  tiiat  they 
became  serious,  and  the  captain  of  the  ves- 
sel, with  his  entire  crew,  were  brought  to  the 
Saviour. 

The  last  account  we  received  from  Brown 
he  was  doing  well,  had  secured  some  pro- 
perty in  Canada,  and  was  living  a  consistent 
Christian  life.  Later  on  vre  heard  of  his 
death,  and  had  every  reason  to  believe  he 
died  in  the  faith. 


CHAPTER  XVI I. 


SALVATION  OF  A  XEK^HBOR. 


/T^HERE  did  not  seem  to  be  many  brought 
'*■  to  Christ  who  lived  near  the  despised 
Mission.  The  greatest  number  who  were 
saved  were  wanderers.  Sailors,  visitors  and 
an  occasional  neighbor  were  converted. 
Jerry  says  of  one  neighbor  : 

One  night  a  beautiful  little  child  about  five 
years  old  came  to  the  door.  She  was  a  love- 
ly little  thing,  with  bright  blue  eyes  and  long 
golden  curls — a  perfect  little  picture,  not- 
withstanding the  poor  care  she  had  received. 

She  turned  to  the  man  at  the  door,  and 
asked,  "Say,  Mister,  won't  you  please  let  me 
in  ?     I'll  be  good  if  you  will." 

"Oh,  no,"  he  said,  looking  down  at  the  lit- 
tle waif;  "you  couldn't  behave." 
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"Yes,  I  will ;  I'll  be  awful  good,  'cos  I  want 
to  hear  the  singing." 

He  yielded  to  her  entreaties,  and  she  went 
in,  and  folding  her  little  hands  on  her  lap  sat 
as  quiet  as  a  mouse  until  meeting  closed. 

The  next  evening  she  came  again,  leading 
by  the  hand  another  little  girl,  younger  than 
herself,  but  much  like  her. 

She  again  asked  permission  to  go  in,  and 
having  referred  to  her  good  behaviour  the 
previous  night,  it  was  granted. 

They  walked  deliberately  up  to  the  very 
front  seat,  and  lifting  her  little  sister  well  up 
on  the  bench,  Mollie  sat  down  beside  her 
and  closely  watched  everything  that  was  said 
or  done. 

They  behaved  beautiful))',  ?nd  at  the  close 
of  the  meeting  my  wife  kissed  them  both  and 
gave  them  a  chunk  of  cake  each  and  they 
ran  out  happy  enough.  This  happened  sev- 
eral nights,  and  they  always  got  their  kiss 
and  cake. 

One  night  during  the  meeting  the  mother 
of  the  little  girls  came  to  the  door  drunk,  and 
asked  if  the  children  were  there. 

The  man   replied   he  thought  they  were, 
when  she  said,  "I'll   be  thankful  to  ye.  Mis- 


JERRY  MCAULEY. 


159 


ter  if  ye'll  go  in  and  kick  them  two  children 
out." 

"We  don't  do  things  that  way  here,"  said 
the  man  ;  when  she  called,  "Mollie,  MoUic 
Rollins,  come  out  here  !" 

Poor  little  MolHe  turned  pale  and  trembled, 
and  looked  at  me  with  such  a  frightened  look, 
like  a  scared  bird.  The  mother  screamed  out 
her  name  again,  and  addt-d,  "I'll  give  it  to 
you.  going  in  there  w\t\\  those  black  Protes- 
tants, you  little  wretch  ;"  and  as  poor  Mollie 
came  out.  dragging  her  little  sister  after  her, 
the  drunken  mother  caught  her  by  the  beauti- 
ful curly  hair,  and  flung  her  clear  off  the 
ground. 

"I'll  kill  you  if  you  go  in  there  again,"  she 
screamed.  "Do  they  give  you  any  beer  in 
there,  say  ?" 

The  poor  little  thing  looked  up,  though  the 
tears  were  in  her  eves,  atid  said  :  "O,  mamma, 
ain't  you  awful  !  they  don't  drink  any  beer  in 
there,  and  they  don't  get  drunk,  neither  !" 

The  next  night,  just  as  service  commenced, 
in  walked  Mollie  and  Jeimie  again. 

"Ain't  you  afraid  your  mother  will  kill 
you?"  we  asked.  "Oh  no,"  she  answered 
quickly,  as  she  turned  her  blue  eyes  up  to  my 
face  ;  "I  ain't  afraid  ;  I  like  the  singing." 

Rverybody  aroimd  the  Mission  loved  those 
darlings,  and  was  plea.sed  to  have  them  there. 
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We  missed  them  for  two  or  three  evenings. and 
atterwards  learned  the  father  had  returned 
from  a  sta  voyage. 

Tlie  husband  and  wife  both  went  on  a  terri- 
ble spree  with  the  money  he  brought,  until 
fina'ily  he  brutally  turned  the  mother  and  little 
ones  out  of  ihe  house  into  the  cold  October 
night  air. 

That  night,  about 'eleven  o'clock,  Mrs.  Mc- 
Auley  heard  her  named  called. 

She  listened  a  moment,  and  recognized  Mol- 
ley's  voice  calling  from  the  street,  "Mrs.  Mc- 
Auley,  O  Mrs.  McAuley,  comedown.  I  want 
to  tell  you  something."  After  a  minute  the 
little  voice  rang  out  again:  "Mrs.  McAuiey, 
O  Mrs.  McAuley." 

On  going  down,  my  wife  learned  that  the 
father  had  put  them  out,  and  they  had  been  on 
the  roof.  As  the  wind  blew  cold,  the  little  one 
said  to  her  mother,  "Mamma,  I  know  a  place 
where  the  wind  won't  blow,  and  where  we 
won't  be  afraid." 

"Where's  that  ?"  asked  her  mother.  "Over 
in  the  Mission,"  said  the  child. 

My  wife  came  uv^tairs,  .saying  tome,  "Mrs, 
Rollins  is  there  with  her  children.  I  have  let 
them  in  ;  I  believe  it  may  be  the  salvation  of 
that  woman's  soul." 

We  took  them  upstairs,  where  we  had  the 
only  accommodation  the  old  Mission  house  af- 
forded.    It  was  a  rickety  affair,  but  was  the 
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best  we  could  do.  There  was  a  straw  tick 
there  and  a  few  old  quilts,  and  as  they  turned 
in  Moilie  looked  up  to  her  mother  and  said, 
"Thank  God,  mother,  we  have  a  good  bed  to- 
night." 

In  the  morning  we  gave  them  their  break- 
fast, the  same  as  we  had  ourselves,  and  sat 
with  them  at  the  table.  We  never  mentioned 
anything  to  the  mother  about  her  conduct. but 
treated  them  kindh ,  and  after  breakfast  they 
left. 

This  was  the  first  step  toward  re.iching  that 
poor  woman,  and  it  turned  out  that  the  little 
acts  of  kindness  were  not  lost. 

The  man  having  spent  his  money,  went  off 
to  sea  again,  but  left  the  family  his  advance 
money,  and  this  was  the  mother's  opportunity 
for  another  big  spree,  and  she  made  the  most 
of  it. 

She  spread  it  everywhere,  and  soon  the 
money  was  gone. 

But  rum  must  be  had,  and  one  thing  after 
another  went  to  the  pawnshop,  till  there  was 
nothing  left  that  v^'ould  bring  a  penny.  The 
poor  children  were  dirty  and  unwashed,  and 
their  hair  was  all  matted  and  tangled,  and  they 
looked  fearful. 

They  came  in  one  day  with  their  lips  blue 
with  the  cold.  My  wife  warmed  tliem  and 
washed  them,  combed  out  their  hair,  and 
curled  it  beautifully  over  their  foreheads.  She 
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tlien  begged  two  little  dresses  from  a  friend 
who  had  some  small  girls  ;  the  dresses  were 
sonifwliat  worn,  but  neat  and  clean,  and  the 
dear  little  things  were  happy  as  larks. 

Wlitn  they  went  over  to  where  their  mother 
was  drinking,  she  hardly  recognized  them. 

"Oh."  said  she,  "what  happened  you?  Who 
did  that?" 

Tlie  rumseller's  wife  remarked  :  "Why,  I'd 
never  known  them!"  "Nor  I,"  said  the 
mother  ;  "I  hardly  knew  them  myself;  well, 
you  look  good,  anyhow."  This  was  the 
second  blow  on  that  hard  heart. 

vShortly  after  this,  the  long  spree  began  to 
tell  on  Mrs.  Rollins,  and  she  was  taken  sick, 
and  after  suffering  awhile,  she  sent  Mollie  ov-er 
after  my  wife.  This  being  the  fir.st  move  to- 
wards us  she  had  ever  made,  we  hailed  it  with 
joy. 

My  wife  went  as  requested,  accompanied  by 
a  friend,  and  oh  !  what  a  Uiiserable  sight  met 
their  eyes  !  The  room  robbed  of  everything 
movable  but  the  remains  of  a  bed,  frajjments 
of  broken  dishes  scattered  nil  around  the  dirty 
floor,  the  room  cheerless,  hreless,  comfortless. 
The  dishes  that  were  not  broken  were  dirty 
and  piled  every  way,  while  the  stench  of  ^ 
neglected  room  was  fearful. 

They  found  her  stretched  with  the  horrors 
(delirium  tremens)  and  without  saying  much 
to  her,  straightened  up  the  room,  made  a  fire 
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after  pjetting  some  coal,  and  then  the  friend 
wetit  liome  and  hroii^lit  over  a  bi^  ])itclRr  of 
good  stroniij  hot  lea,  and  told  her  to  drink  it, 
which  she  did  in  a  hurry. 

This  helped  her  toinewhat,  and  they  talked 
to  her  about  her  condition,  and  pointed  her  to 
the  Lamb  of  God  for  help,  and  prayed  with 
her. 

These  acts  of  kindness  were  the  hardest 
blows  of  all  to  her  prejudices,  and  she  bioke 
down  and  said,  "If  ever  I  get  well  of  this  spell 
I'm  goin.y  to  come  over,  Mis.  McAuley,  and 
hee  you  at  the  Mission." 

Slie  got  well,  and  one  night  she  came  into 
the  Mission  dnrii'g  the  meeting.  We  weie 
singing,  "The  Stone  Rolled  Away,"  when  she 
screamed  right  out,  and  starting  from  her  sent, 
ran  through  the  kitchen,  tliinkiiig  to  get  out 
that  way. 

My  wife  followed  qnic^kly  and  caught  her, 
and  then  kneeling  down  beside  her,  prayed 
eartieslly  with  the  poor,  .sobbing  creature.  She 
found  the  Lord's  help,  and  He  so  sweetly 
saved  her,  that  it  was  apparent  to  all. 

At  first  she  used  to  put  an  old  shawl  around 
hei  head  and  draw  it  well  over  her  face,  and 
then  go  around  the  block  before  entering  the 
Mission,  to  keep  the  neighbors  from  tecogniz- 
ing  her  ;  but  afterwards  she  woidd  walk 
straight  across  the  street  to  and  from  her 
home,  .singing  the  "Stone  Rolled  away." 
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She  was  bitterly  persecuterl,  because  she 
was  a  turncoat,  as  they  termed  it. 

Her  door  was  broken  in,  slops  were  thrown 
over  her,  and  tl^cy  even  cauj^ht  the  poor  lit- 
tle children  and  beat  them,  hopinj^to  enraj^e 
her,  and  thus  make  her  return  to  drink  aj;ain. 

The  errors  of  her  past  life  be^an  to  tell  on 
her,  and  she  became  ill  with  consumption. 
The  peoi)le  she  had  spent  all  her  money  with 
would  not  do  anything  for  her,  and  we  took 
her  to  Dr.  Cullis'  Home  for  Consumptives  in 
Boston. 

We  went  with  her,  and  left  her  in  the  good 
doctor's  care.  She  grew  gradually  worse, 
until  at  death's  door. 

She  had  a  dream  or  vision  one  day,  in 
which  she  thought  everyone  had  forsaken 
her ;  even  we  had  ceased  to  love  her,  and 
God  had  forgotten  her,  but  suddenly  she 
heard  a  voice,  *T  won't  leave  you.  I'll  be 
with  you  all  the  time."  And  she  was  en- 
couraged. 

She  also  thought  that  Mrs.  McAuley  stood 
by  her  bedside,  and  she  felt  relieved.  Dr. 
Cullis  wrote  us  to  come  on  if  we  wanted  to 
see  her  alive,  and  we  went  immediately  to 
Boston. 

My  wife  walked  in  and  stood  by  the  bed. 
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atul  when  tlie  poor  invalid  opened  her  (  >es 
she  smiled  faintl)-,  and  said,  "Thai  is  just 
where  I  saw  you  stand."  and  she  reached  up 
and  chisped  the  poor  botiy  arms  around  my 
wife's  neck,  and  oh  !  such  a  scene  I  never  wit- 
nessed before  ! 

I  could  not  stand  it,  and  went  out  of  the 
room  and  let  them  sob  away  ;  but  I  heard  her 
murmur,  "Oh,  how  I  love  you  both  !      1  love 
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you   better  than    my    own    children, 
more  than  paid  us  for  all  our  eilorts. 

The    next    day    she    passed    over    in    the 
triumph  of  faith   and    redeemin«i   love.      15e- 


fore  she  died  she  ex 


pressed   a  desire  to  \isit 


that  place  in  Water  Street  where  God  had 
spoken  to  her  soul,  antl  added,  "Dead  or 
alive,  I  want  to  be  under  that   blessed   roof 


once  more.  In  acc(M-dance  with  her  wi^li, 
her  bod)-  was  broui,du  on  to  the  Mission  i'or 
burial. 

There  was  a  lar^e  turnout  to  the  funeral 
service,  and  a  stranger  gathering  ne\er  was 
seen.  There  were  {jresent  man)-  ladies  and 
gentlemen  from  the  first  circles  of  societ)-, 
and  there  were  several  of  Mrs.  Rcjllins'  ohi 
comrades,  some  of  them  draggijig  their  chil- 
dren with  them,  to  get  a  last  look  at  the  fice 
of  their  late  acquaintance. 
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Many  of  those  parents  were  confirmed 
drunkards  of  the  lowest  ty|)e,  and  had  en- 
tered this  Mission  for  the  first  time  in  their 
lives  ;  yet  all  this  seemed  forgotten  in  the 
presence  of  the  dead. 
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iraculously    delivered     him     out    of    th 
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hands.  In  this  chapter  he  tells  how  he  dealt 
with  one  deceiver,  and  hcjw  God  delivered 
him  from  another.      Me  says  : 

A  fellow  came  in  one  day  shakini;^  all  o\er 
as  if  he  had  the  palsy.  He  trembled  like  a 
leaf  from  head  to  foot. 

"What's  the  matter  ?"  said  I. 

"Oh,  the  Lord  sent  me  here." 

"I  don't  know  whether  He  did  or  not,"  I 
returned  ;  for  he  looked  like  a  dead  beat ; 
"did  no  one  else  send  you  }" 

"Yes."  he  answered  slowly,  pulling  a  dirty, 
crumpled  paper  from   his   pocket,  which  he 
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had  probably  carried  about  six  months.  I 
looked  at  him  sharply,  when  he  exclaimed, 
"Oh,  help  me — I've  got  the  horrors — I'm  al- 
most dead — do  help  me  !" 

I  pitied  the  poor  O^llow,  so  I  took  him  in 
without  further  questioning,  led  him  upstairs, 
and  jjut  him  to  bed,  called  a  doctor,  and  did 
all  I  could  for  him. 

I  could  not  do  much  with  him  spiritually, 
for  he  claimed  to  be  a  Christian  and  "all 
right."  "It  is  true,"  he  said,  "I  drink  a  lit- 
tle, but  they  all  do  that  where  I  came  from." 
He  w.is  taken  worse  one  day,  and  was  so 
cramped  that  he  was  sure  he  was  going  to  die 
right  off. 

"Oh,  oh,"  he  screamed,  "i  m  going  to  die!" 
I  knew  he  wasn't  in  a  very  bad  way,  so  con- 
cluded to  improve  my  opportunity. 

"Oh,  you're  all  right,  you  know  ;  you'll 
only  go  to  heaven  anyway  !" 

"Oh,  but  I  can't  die  so." 

"Oh,  yes,"  I  continued,  "you  can  ;  it  isn't 
hard  for  a  Christian  to  die,  you  know  !" 

"Oh,  oh  !  help  me  !     I'm  dying  !" 

"VV^hy,  )ou  ought  to  be  hap[)y  ;  why  don't 
you  sing  ?" 

"Oh  !  oh  !" 

"It's  glorious,  ain't  it,  to  be  a  Christian  ?" 
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Why,   my  friend,    you   ain't    scared 


you  ?"    And  so  I  talked  with  h 


until  he  becam 


are 

ini  in  this  wav 


e  ashamed,  and  then  I  said  to 


you  ou'dit  to 


him  soberly,  "Now,  my  friend,  ^„ „ 

get  right  with  God.  Just  see  how  fri-luenc-d 
you  were  when  the  first  pain  touched  you. 
Oh,  why  don't  you  get  saved  ? 

get   him   out  clear,   though   he 


I  failed  to 


claimed  to  be  grateful,  and  mad 


ises  of  help  to  the  Mi.ssion  when  h 
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ne  day  he  left,  and  we  sui)iK)se(l  he  had 
gone  for  good,  when  a  few  days  afterwards 
m  he  walked  with  a  bundle  of  dirty  clothes 
under  his  arm.      When  I  approached  him  he 


saifi 


Jerr\-,  the  Lord  sent  me  to  \ou  to  h 


these  clothes  washed  ! 
"Did  Fie?"  said  I 


ave 


to  fire  you   out  ;"   and    out   he 
rocket— dirty  clothes  and  all  ! 


well,  the  Lord  sent 
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have    been    entirely    ruined    and    our    work 
broken   up. 

We  were  down  at  Asbiiry  I 'ark  f(^r  a  few 
days'  rest  when  this  creature  came  upon  the 
stage  of  action. 

Brother  and  Sister  S.  had  been  to  their 
regular  services  at  the  John  Street  Church, 
und  were  on  their  way  home  to  Williams- 
burg, when  they  thought  they  would  step 
into  the  Mission  for  a  few  minutes,  incjuire 
after  our  health,  and  get  a  drink  of  water. 

They  had  talked  awhile  with  the  janitor, 
and  were  just  going  away,  it  being  after  ten 
o'clock,  when  ther^  was  a  sudden  rap  at  the 
door.  When  the  janitor  opened  it  he  found 
a  fine  looking  young  woman  standing  there. 
He  let  her  in,  and  the  visitors  listened  to  her 
story. 

The  girl  stated  that  she  was  homeless  and 
friendless,  and  being  at  a  loss  where  to  go, 
had  stepped  up  to  a  policeman,  a  few  minutes 
before  knocking  at  our  door,  and  inquired  of 
him  where  she  could  find  a  respectable  night's 
lodging. 

He  did  not  treat  her  properly,  she  said, 
and  turning  from  him  she  raised  her  eyes  and 
saw  the    Mission.     She  knew  she  would   be 
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safe  with   Christian   people,    and   so  uithout 
hesitation  knocked  at  the  door. 

Her  previous  history  uas  a  sad  one  and 
our  friends  hstcned  to  it  with  the  deepest  in- 
terest and  sympathy.  Her  father,  she  said 
had  been  wealthy  up  to  a  sh(,rt  time  before 
his  death,  and  when  he  died  he  left  lier  S2  . 
700  in  care  of  her  brother,  who  was  older 
than  she  was. 

I  he  brother  became  intimate  with  the  son 
of  a  rich  .gentleman   where  he   boarded,  who 
was  a  last  >-oun<,^  man,  and  soon  led  him  into 
dissipation.      His  constitution,  not  stron<,r  at 
best,   <;a\e   way   under   his  excesses,  amrhe 
went  into  hasty  consumption,  and  soon  died. 
Just  before  his  death   lie  ^rave  his  sistir's 
money  to  this  youn<,r  associate  to  turn  over 
to  her.     The  man  promised  faithfullv  to  carry 
out  the  dyin^T  request  of  his   late  "comrade 
but  as  so..n    as    the   latter    was    lairl    in    his 
grave,  he  went  on   fi  lon<r  spree,  anrl  kept  it 
up  until   the    money  was   all    irone,    his  own 
health  L.oken,  and  he  also  brou<,dit  to  death's 
door. 

When  he  died  all  hcjpe  of  ever  '^cAtiir^  her 
money  vanished,  as  the  father  refused  to  be 
held  for  the  debt. 

In  this  condition  she  wandered  around  un- 
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til  she  knocked  at  the  Mission  door  for  pro- 
tection. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  S.  were  greatly  interested  in 
her  story,  and  when  she  concluded  they  pro- 
ceeded to  find  a  place  where  she  could  stay 
until  morning,  as  it  would  not  do,  on  ac- 
count of  the  speech  of  the  people,  to  leave 
her  there  alone  with  the  janitor  for  the  re- 
mainder of  the  night. 

After  a  great  deal  of  trouble  they  found 
accommodations  for  her  and  went  home.  She 
paid  her  own  bills,  and  afterwards  got  a 
boarding  place  in  Monroe  Street,  and  came 
to  the  meetings  every  night. 

We  came  home  about  this  time,  and  sup- 
posing, as  a  matter  of  course,  they  had  in- 
vestigated the  matter,  we  took  her  into  our 
confidence  and  did  all  we  could  for  her. 

My  wife  felt  a  little  uneasy  sometimes 
about  Jessie,  as  she  called  herself,  and  then 
blaming  herself  for  her  suspicion,  treated  her 
more  kindly  than  before. 

My  eyes  began  to  be  opened  after  a  while 
by  some  of  her  actions  when  off  her  guard. 
Once  when  my  wife  and  I  were  talking  about 
coming  to  Thirty-second  Street  to  open  the 
Cremorne  Mission,  the  girl  overheard  us,  and 
exclaimed,  without  thinking,  "Oh,  good  !  I'm 
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glad    of   it;    I'm    well    acciuaiiitcd    up   there 
around  the  Cremoriie  Gar ." 

She  cau<iht  herself  suddenly,  but  her  pru- 
dence came  too  late.  I  was  lookin^^  her 
S(jiiare  in  the  eyes,  and  saw  her  confusion  like 
a  flash, 

I  said  nothin^^  however,  until  she  left  the 
room,  when  I  turned  to  my  wife  and  re- 
marked, "She  is  from  that  neighborhood 
after  all." 

This  j)ut  us  on  our  ^^uard,  but  we  feared  to 
do  her  injustice  or  hurt  her  feelinj.]js  by  show- 
in<j;  any  suspicions  until  we  were  certain  that 
she  was  pla}in<^  a  ^ame. 

She  came  running;  in  one  day  shorth-  after, 
and  appeared  in  ^reat  j^lcc  as  she  exc'aimed, 
"Oh,  ^ood  news  !  s^ood  news!  I've  ^^ot  word 
from  that  fatlur  and  he  is  ^oin^  to  ]>ay  me 
back,  with  interest,  the  full  amount  his  s(jn 
squandered  for  me  I  I'll  tell  you  what  I'll 
do,"  she  continued,  excitedl\-,  I'll  ^M\e  it  all 
to  you  to  start  that  Mission  up  in  Thirty- 
second  Street.     Won't  that  be  grand  ?" 

I  lieard  ner  words,  saw  her  earnest  and  ap- 
parent!}' honest  manner,  and  she  seemed  so 
enthusiastic  and  generous,  I  began  to  believe 
in  her  again,  and  to  scold  ni\'self  for  m)-  sus- 
picions. 
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Of  course  I  was  glad  to  hear  her  oflfer  of^ 
the  money,  for  I  was  then  very  much  exer- 
cised about  how  I  was  to  get  the  means  to 
open  the  expected  mission  up  town. 

I  intended  to  put  a  mortgage  on  a  little 
property  f  owned,  and  put  in  all  my  own 
available  cash,  and  what  I  could  raise  in  other 
ways  ;  but  all  this  would  be  far  too  little  for 
even  a  fair  start. 

Here,  thought  I,  is  the  whole  thing  worked 
out  for  us  !  I  now  proposed  to  myself  to  ac- 
cept her  offer,  and  secure  her  by  the  [)roposed 
lien  on  my  pr(jpcrty  until  the  first  an- 
niversary, when  it  would  be  an  eas)-  matter 
to  return  her  the  money  again  with  interest. 
The  skies  looked  all  bright  again  for  my  pro- 
posed Thirty-seccMid  .Street  Mission. 

"VV'.ien  will  you  go,"    I   asked  her  after  a 
whil   ,  "to  receive  the  money  ?" 

"-i,  she  replied,  "ni  about  three  weeks 
from  to-day  I  will  take  you  and  Mrs.  Mc- 
Auley  with  me,  and  will  go  (ner  and  get  it, 

and  bring  it  to  Mr.  H and  take  a  receipt 

for  it.      We  can   then   draw  it  as  we  want  it." 
After  the  three  weeks  had  gone  by,  and  she 
made  no  move  to  go  after  it,    I   asked    the 
reascn,  and  she  answered, 

"Oh,  I've  concluded  to  get  it  expressed  to- 
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my  boardinj^-housc,  and  then  take  it  lo  the 
banker's." 

1  thought  it  strange  tl\at  she  would  have  so 
large  an  amount  sent  to  a  boarding  house, 
but  held  my  tongue,  determined  to  hide  my 
suspicions  until  the  proper  time.  Shortly 
afterward  came  the  closing  of  the  plot. 

She  came  in  one  evening,  and  told  us  the 
money  had  been  sent  over  as  proposed,  and 
was  now  at  the  house  in  Monroe  Street,  all 
done  uj)  in  envelo{)es. 

"All  right,"  I  answered  ;  "as  soon  as  the 
meeting  is  over  we  will  go  down  and  get  it." 

The  meeting  went  on  as  usual,  and  after  it 
was  over  we  starterl  out  with  her  to  bring 
home  the  three  or  four  thousand  dollars  ! 

We  went  together  to  the  house,  and  leav- 
ing us  standing  on  the  sidewalk  she  went 
into  the  house  to  get  the  money. 

I  felt  a  misgiving  that  she  would  not  come 
out  again,  or  that  we  were  in  some  wa\-  hav- 
ing a  job  put  up  on  us,  and  turning  to  my 
wife,  as  the  front  door  closed  upon  our  guide, 
I  said,  "There  she  goes  and  we  will  see  her 
no  more." 

"Yes,  we  will  see  her  ag^in,"  was  the  posi- 
tive reply  ;  and  sure  enough,  in  a  little  while. 
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out  came  the  lady  uitli  the  package  orefi- 
X'clopes. 

"Have  j'oii  jrot  it?"    I    asked,    when  she 
reached  the  pavement. 

"Yes,  it's  here  alritrht,"  she  replied.   "Here 
It  IS,"  (huidin-    a     packa-e     to   my  vvife), 

It  s  all  done  up  correct,  and  ir>  trood  shape." 
"Alright,"  I   answered,   pushing  the  pack- 
age back  into  her  hands.      "Vcu  keep  it,  and 
walk  ahead  with  Mrs.    IVIcAuley,  and  I'll  fol- 
low cl(jse  behind  and  protect  }ou  if  needed." 

1  he  fact  that  she  wanted  one  of  us  to  carry 
the  valuable  package  struck  me  as  rather 
strange  ;  and  I  was  determined  to  be  on  the 
lookout  for  anx-  plot  that  might  have  been 
cocked  up  to  get  us  into  trouble  or  entrap  us 
and  then  say  that  we  had  appropriated  the 
money, 

S(^  I  followed  them.s!owV,  Hatching  care- 
fully every  dark  alle>'  and  doorway,  and  cxc  <>- 
sharp  corner,   thinking   that  at  any  minute 
some  fellow  might  spring  suddenly  upon  us 
as  we  {)assed  through  that  dangerous  locality. 

The  whole  thing  seemed  so  odd,  that  I  felt 
pretty  sure  that  there  was  to  be  some  stran^re 
ending  tr)  it  all,  for  the  idea  had  grown  upSn 
me  that  there  was  some  deep-laid  plot  against 
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ome  to^rether  the  fir^t  tl 


0 


<JVv-,  it  ij. 


and  count  it  out  all  ri<dit. 


imLT  ni 


th 


e  can   al 


e  morn  in"'. 


Pull  them  out,  and  count  them   now    be- 
-e  jjo  to  bed,"  I  exclaimed,  as  I  saw  like 


for 

a  flash  of  li<^ditninL^  tl 


"u  can't  leave  that  pack 


H-ou<^h  the  whole  d 


Oil 


a^^eiii  our  care  and 


,  .  ,     -  "'"'^  ^'"^'^'«K»- '"  ^ur  care  and 

lien  ruin  us  by  swearin^r  in  the  mornin-  that 
we  stole  the  money  durinj;  th 


them  !     Ouick  ! 


e  niL^ 


ht.     Oi 


Jen 


She  trembled  like  a  leaf,  and  the  pacL 


ka<:es 


I 
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on  being  opened  were  found  to  have  nothing 

in  them  !  ,, 

"Who  put  you  up  to  that  infernal  trick  ?* 
1  said  to  her  sternly  as   I    fixed   my  e)es  on 
her  face.      ''Come,  out  with  it  !  whose  i)lan  is 
it?     Everything  else  having  failed,  this  was 
the  last  hope,  was  it  ?" 

She  refused  to  answer,  however  ;  nor  could 
we  ever  learn  positively  who  was  at  the  bot- 
tom of  it.  I  shall  always  believe,  however, 
that  it  was  a  put-up  job.  Thus  did  the  dear 
Lord  interfere  again  to  save  us  from  the  plots 
of  our  unprincipled  enemies,  as  He  had  done 
before  and  has  so  many  times  since. 

The  girl,  seeing  she  was  caught  beyond 
escape  got  scared  at  the  prospect  of  arrest 
and  imprisonment,  and  broke  down,  sobbing 
and  crying  like  a  child.  She  made  some 
acknowledgments,    but  refused   to  give  any 

names. 

She  wept  bitterly  ;  and  what  do  you  sup- 
pose we  did  then  ?  Knelt  right  down  there 
and  and  prayed  for  her,  with  our  own  hearts 
all  melted  up  with  gratitude  to  God  for  the 
wonderful  deliverance  He  had  just  wrought 
out  for  us,  and  cared  lor  her  until  she  could 
get  ready  to  leave. 


CiiAi'TKk  \1X, 


SONfK  SAVINOS. 

^J^HLs  chapter  is  composed  of  some  ex- 
tracts from  a  paper  he  commenced  to 
puhlish  in  1883.  It  was  called  Jerry  Mc- 
Auley's  nevvsi)aper.  Ihey  will  ^Wc  some 
idea  of  his  manner  of  expression  : 

Did  you  ever  read  in  the  Bible  about  that 
feiicw  in  the  tombs  ?  He  tore  all  his  clothes 
''ff  and  broke  his  chains,  and  nobody  could 
h'-lp  hnn.  But  Jesus  came  alon<r  and  saved 
-inn,  and  put  a  new  suit  of  clothes  on  him. 
shoes  and  all—no  second-handed  thin'^s-  but 
u  hat  dill  the  fellow  do  ? 

Why,  I  expect  he  strai^ditened  up  his  coat 
collar  and  put  on  a  white  choker,  and  said  • 

"Well,  I  guess,  Lord,  Til  jro  along  with 
}oii  and  have  a  good  easy  time,  and  folks 
Hiil  thmk  I'm  respectable  I" 
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But  Jesus  said  to  him,  "Go  back  amos'^^ 
the  people  that  knew  what  a  miserable  old 
tramp  you  were,  and  tell  them  what  wonder^ 
ful  thini^s  (iod  has  done  for  you." 

And  I  can  imagine  1  see  him  ^^o  back  and 
get  up  on  an  old'  barrel,  and  tdl  the  peoi)le 
what  a  miserable  wretch  he  was  until  Christ 
found  him> 

Some  folks  i.n?t  wonderfully  pretty  and  pre- 
cise  and  afr.n'ci'to  tell  what  Ciod  has  done  tor 
them  ;  and  some  poor  listening  soul,  hearmg 
those  nice  kid-gloved  sinners  talk,  says  to 
himself  as  he  starts  to  go  out  : 

"They  are  a  lot  of  pretty  cranks,  with  their 
soft  talk  ;"  when  just  then  some  honest  soul 
will  get  up  and  say,  "I  was  a  hard  case  ;" 
then  the  poor  fellow  going  out  stops  and  lis- 
tens to  catch  every  word  ;  and  as  the  man 
goes  on  to  tell  his  storx',  the  other  sits  down 
interested,  gets  all  broken  U]),  as  he  thinks: 
"That's  just  where  1  am  to-nigbt ;"  and  soon 
the  tears  begin  to  run  down  his  cheeks,  and 
the  next  thing  he  is  forward  for  prayers,  and 
then  takes  his  place  in  the  congregation  to 
tell  the  old,  old  story,  so  new  to  him. 

Love  testimony  ?    I  guess  I  do.    That  man 
there,  Orville  Gardner,  came  to  prison  where 
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I  was  under  sentence  offifieen  \cais,  and  told 
liow  God  sa\ed  him. 

I  knew  what  he  was  before,  and  I  _<,rot   all 
broken  up,  and  went  back  to  ni\-  cell,  ;^U)t  on 
my  knees,  and   Christ  saved     n'le.       AKvays 
1  give  \-our  testimony  just  as  it  is. 

Those  of  us  whom  God  has  taken  out  of 
the  dirty  hole  ought  to  be  always  telling  of 
His  goodness.  It  hurts  me  when'  Ciod's  peo- 
ple act  as  if  they  were  ashamed  to  speak  for 
Him. 

I  am  no  hair-splitter,   and   what  (iod  says 
to  me  I  believe  because  He  sa\  s  it. 

Vou  heard  about  the  fellow'  who  u  as  de- 
scribing a  little  i\y  to  another  friend,  and  he 
talked  about  the  various  i:»arts  of  the  (ly,  and 
-^o  on,  and  wondered  how  the>-  could'have 
been  produced,  and  "Look,"  sa_\s  he,  "at  this 
tin\-  foot.  How  could  it  e\Jr  ha\e  been 
made  ?" 

"Oh,  don't  bother  me,"  said  the  other, 
"God  said,  'Let  there  be  flies,'  and  there  was 
flies,  and  I  know  there  is  plenty  of  them,  ajul 
that  is  enough  for  me." 

Some  people  are  hair  splitters.  If  I  cret 
religion,  how  will  so  and  so  come  out  ? 


1 
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Well,  let  God  take  care  of  that,  and  \ou  d 
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your  duty.  He  saved  me  several  years  ago, 
and  lie  has  kept  me  by  simply  trusting  in 
Ilim. 

I  hope  all  the  converts  will  feel  the  respon- 
sibility that  rests  on  them  to-night.  If  you 
feel  it's  too  heavy  a  cross  for  you  to  bear,  you 
ought  to  ask  God  to  take  it  away. 

1  used. to  think  it  was  a  terrible  thing  to 
talk  in  meeting  and  tell  what  God  had  done 
for  my  soul. 

At  first  when  I  used  to  get  up  there  would 
come  a  great  lump  in  my  throat  that  nearly 
choked  me,  but  1  would  jump  up  and  hang 
on  to  the  seat  and  say,  "I  love  Jesus,'"  and 
flop  down  as  if  I  was  shot. 

I  always  felt  better  for  it.  Let  everyone 
improve  the  time  to-night. 

The  testimonies  of  this  evening  will  tell  in 
eternity.  I  am  sick  to-night,  and  ought  to 
be  up-stairs,  but  I  desire  to  see  souls  saved. 

1  was  taken  sick  first  in  Water  Street,  and 
grew  worse  while  on  my  knees  with  the  poor 
siimers  crying  for  mercy,  but  would  not  stop 
until  I  got  through. 

Then  I  crawled  upstairs  on  my  hands  and 
knees.  That  was  my  first  attack  of  pneumon- 
ia.   When  I'm  to  die,  and  it  may  not  be  long, 
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I  want  to  die  on  my  knees,  l)ra)iti<r  f(,r  lost 
souls. 

I  don't  care  how  you  bury  me — any  old 
box  will  do.  I  don't  Wi^nt  any  monc\-  spent 
on  flowers  for  me.  There  are  small  fortunes 
spent  on  flowers  at  some  funerals,  and  I 
think  it  would  be  better  to  give  it  to  the 
poor. 

I  would  rather  some  poor  soul  that  I  was 
the  means  of  leading  to  the  Lord,  would  put 
one  little  rose  on  my  grave  than  have  the 
wealth  of  a  millionaire. 

My  testimony  to-night  is,  the  Lord  picked 
me  up  when  I  was  a  dirty  tramp,  without  a 
triend  or  cent  in  the  w(M-ld.  The  Roman 
Catholic  folks,  who  heard  of  mv  conversion, 
called  me  a  "turncoat  ;"  but  I  had  no  coat  to 
turn— nothing  but  an  old  shirt—when  I  came 
to  Jesus. 

We,  the  con\erts,   espLcially,    are  respon- 
sible  for  this  meeting.      It   depends   on    us 
whether  it  proves  a  success  or  failure. 

'f  we  keep  still,  nothing  can  be  done  ;  but 
..  .ve  do  our  duty  promptly  and  keep  in  the 
Spirit— speaking  and  singing  as  God  wants 
us  to— this  meeting  will  be  a  success.  Most 
certainly  is  this  true  of  those  of  us  vvhom  God 
has  taken  out  of  the  lowest  depths. 
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Some  seem  to  think  if  a  man  gets  up  and 
tells  how  \i>\\'  he  was,  "a  poor  forsaken  drun- 
kard," "a  miserable  thief,"  etc.,  that  he  is 
boasting  of  his  shame. 

I  tell  it  here  often,  and  yet  it  liurts  me 
every  time  ;  and  I  can't  get  rid  of  it  ;  it  may 
be  pride,  but  w  hatever  you  call  it,  it's  there  ! 
VoY  Jesus'  sake,  and  for  His  glory,  I'll  en- 
dure the  shame  and  tell  plainly  what  He  has 
done  for  my  soul. 

Now  I  want  you  all  to  testify  and  tell  what 
God  has  done  for  you,  and  be  as  short  as 
you  can.  You  have  probabl\-  all  heard  about 
the  three  men  with  the  pot  of  stir-ab(Hit. 

Three  hungry  men  had  a  pot  of  stir-about 
set  before  them',  but  had  only  one  spoon,  and 
he  stir-about  being  too  hot  to  use  their  hands, 
one  was  to  use  the  spoon  and  then  pass  it  to 
the  second,  and  so  on. 

Now  what  would  you  think  if  one  fellow 
took  the  spoon  and. kept  it  all  the  time  and 
let  the  others  starve  ? 

Well,  pass  around  the  spoon.  The  meet- 
ing is  open  now  for  testimony  !  Don't  you 
see  it  ? 

T  read  about  the  prodigal  son  a  long  time 
a<^^o,  and  I    thought  1  was  like  one  of  those 
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characters,  and  I  thoii<^dit  the  other  chchi't 
have  iniicli  rehi^ion  either  I 

Wh\',  he  fjot  inacl  uheti  the  jioor  wanderer 
came  lioine,  and  then  went  off  ^^rowhiiL,'  and 
gruinhh'n^. 

He  was  one  of  those  nice,  L,n)0(h'sh  boys, 
who  bra^  ab(jut  a!wa\s  sta\inL(  at  home  and 
taking  care  of  everythini; — \L'r\'  nice,  precise 
folks — kid-<^love  sinners  ;  but  tlie\-  are  iisu.il- 
ly  hkc  this  fidlow — not  half  as  good  as  they 
think  themselves  to  be  ;  for  here  is  your 
ncver-did-wrong  chap  j^rowling  and  <;etting 
mad  at  his  poor  old  father,  and  it  don't  say 
that  the  prodii^al  ever  did  that  ! 

What  did  he  growl  about  ?  Why,  because 
the  father  loved  his  owii  child,  and  w  .as  glad 
to  see  him  coming  home  after  staying  away 
so  long,  was  glad  to  see  him  even  though  he 
was  in  rags,  barefooted,  and  heartsick  I 

There  are  some  of  those  steady  brothers 
around  yet  ! 

I  am  saved  from  being  a  drunkard  of  the 
worst  ':ind.  I  was  a  gambler  and  led  a  crook- 
ed lite  for  years.  I  was  brought  back  to 
Christ  in  what  was  called  the  "John  Allen 
excitement." 

It  may  have  been  an  excitement,  but  it  was 
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not  all  froth  after  all,  for  I  was  saved  there, 
and  I  know  of  others  in  Water  Street  who 
were  saved,  and  lived  saved  afterwards. 

I  love  God  to-night,  and  I  love  precious 
souls.  I  saw  a  poor  man  here  to-day  with 
the  shakes,  fighting  against  rum,  aiid  I  pitied 
the  poor  fellow  vvith  all  my  heart. 

I  know  if  he  holds  on  to  God  in  prayer  he 
will  come  out  all  right.  I've  seen  it  done 
often  before  this.  Now  let  any  one  testify  to 
what  they  know  to  be  true  in  tiiis  Christian 
life. 

jesus  saw  Zaccha^us  up  in  the  tree  and  He 
knew  him,  knew  all  about  him  ;  but  I  notice 
He  didn't  call  him  an  extortionist,  or  a  rob- 
ber, or  any  hard  name,  but  merely  said, 
"Come  down,  Zacchccus  ;  I'm  going  to  take 
dinner  at  your  house  to-day  !" 

Didn't  accuse  him  of  anything.  •  He  never 
does.  Never  calls  those  who  come  to  Him 
hard  names  !  He  never  called  one  of  those 
poor  unfortunate  women  a  "Magdalene "once 
— not  once  in  His  whole  history. 

No,  sir  !  the  bigger  the  sinner  the  more 
tender  Jesus  was.  He  nevjr  was  harsh,  only 
with  one  class  of  people — thos^^  hypocritical 
Pharisees  ;  those  dead  Church  members  who 
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professed  reli<rion,  but  hated  Christ,  and  were 
only  hypocrites. 

He  went  for  them  ;  and  so  He  ouj^ht,  and 
so  do  I  iro  for  them,  and  I  intenc!  to  keep  it 
liot  for  them.  I  praise  Jesus  for  the  wonder- 
ful change  He  has  made  in  my  Hfe  in  the  hist 
few  years. 

It  would  make  a  wonderful  picture  to  j)aint 
me  as  I  was  when  I  first  came  to  God,  and 
as  I  am  here  to-night.  He  cleansed  me  in- 
side and  out. 

That  testimony  did  my  heart  goo  1,  not 
simply  because  the  speaker  referred  to  me  or 
my  prayers,  for  I  don't  know  as  tiiey  had  au}-- 
thing  to  do  with  his  conversion. 

It  might  have  been  in  answer  to  the  prayers 
of  some  godly  men  or  women  who  came  here, 
or  it  may  have  been  my  wife's  pra>ers.  I 
cannot  tell. 

We  did  pray  for  him,  it  is  true  ;  and  to  be 
honest  with  you,  I  got  discouraged  over  him. 
I  thought  him  one  of  the  harde:,t  cases  that 
ever  came  through  those  doors.  Think  of  it, 
two  years  praying  steadily  for  one  man  be- 
fore he  yielded  ! 

I  can  say  to-night  I  am  saved  by  the  ten- 
der mercy  of  God.  I  owe  all  I  ha\c  to-day 
to  Him — home,  friends,  and  everything. 
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I  love  the  Lord  to-iii<^rlU  for  all  He  has 
done  for  n.  j.  The  meeting'  is  now  open  ;  let 
the  time  be  imi)roved. 

In  the  early  part  of  my  experience  I 
stumbled  a  great  deal,  but  G(k1  saw  I  was 
honest,  and  He  helped  me  omt  the  rough 
places.  1  will  have  to  acknowledge,  for  I 
hate  hypocrisy,  and  I  can't  help  hating  it,  and 
won  t  be  a  h/pocritc  myself,  that  I  became 
discouraged  in  the  beginning,  and  let  go  of 
God  and  went  back  into  sin. 

Yes,  I  went  back  to  the  rum  and  all,  but  I 
didn't  stay  there.  I  came  back  to  the  Lord 
again,  and  He  forgave  me  ;  and,  seeing  I 
was  determined  to  be  honest  and  true,  he 
blesseo  me  again,  ;  .id  has  kept  me  ever 
since. 

The  trouble  with  some  men  is  thev  have 
no  backbone,  and  if  everything  don't  go  to 
suit  them,  they  let  go,  fall,  and  stay  there. 
If  a  man  kn'»cked  one  of  you  down  would 
you  stay  there  and  let  him  kick  the  life  out 
of  \ou  } 

No  !  of  course  vou  wouldn't — vou'd  eet  up 
and  try  and  save  yourself,  wouldn't  you  } 

Well, that  is  the  way  to  do  with  Satan  :  if  he 
gets  you  down  by  some  foul  blow,  don't  you 
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lie  there  and  let  1  in.   kick  you  to  death,  but 
jump  up  ami  strike  out  for  yourself! 

'I'he  meeting'  is  now  open  for  testimony. 
We  will  never  see  this  ni^rht  a<;ain.  May 
the  Lord  help  us  to  testify  for  Ilim,  for  we 
may  never  have  anoth<r  opportunity  !  Some 
come  here  ni<,du  after  ni<,du  and  always  keep 
still,  never  sjieak  at  all. 

I  often  think  if  God's  cause  here  depended 
on  you,  it  would  be  a  poo-  --ffair.  Some  folks 
come  here  with  the  blues,  ;ney  say,  and  can't 
talk. 

Why  don't  you  ^et  rid  of  them  before  you 
come  here,  or  else  get  up  and  confess,  and 
get  blessed  ? 

I  often  come  when  I  feel  like  l>'ing  down 
in  the  aisle,  I  feel  so  bad  ;  but  I  see  the  need 
of  putting  forth  an  effort  to  rescue  poor  per- 
Jshii.jr  souls,  and  so  I  ask  God  to  help  me, 
and  do  the  best  I  can. 

Don't  you  know  the  Lord  takes  a  wotm 
sometimes  to  thrash  a  mountain  ? 

I  am  saved  to-night  from  everything  wick- 
ed and  bad.  was  once  without  a  friend, 
without  a  home,  without  God,  and  withou^  a 
hope  for  either  world  ;  now  I  have  all  of  these, 
and  have  had  for  fourteen  years. 
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Some  jjood  |)e()j)lc  think  that  God  can't 
save  a  blackj^iiard  ;  hut  it  you  will  come  here 
often,  you  will  be  wonderfully  disappointed 
when  you  see  some  th.it  (Jrod  saves  here  !  I 
was  once  one  of  the  dirtiest,  drunken,  fight- 
ing old  tramps  you  ever  saw. 

God  always  makes  a  wa)-  of  escape  ff)r  us. 
I  have  had  men  draw  back  to  strike  me,  but 
they  didn't  do  it.  and  if  they  had  I  don't 
know  what  I  should  have  done  ;  but  God 
made  a  way  of  escape,  somehow  or  other,  so 
they  didn't  strike  me. 

Now,  I  want  you  all  to  take  hold  here  to- 
niijht  and  make  this  an  interesting  meeting. 
You  cannot  find  any  better  place  than  this  to 
go. 

Just  hear  the  singing.  Talk  about  your 
paid  choirs,  why,  this  beats  t'  -^m  all  !  Some 
of  them  get  their  ten  the  usand  dollars  a  year, 
but  they  can't  compare  with  this. 

I  have  a  great  many  gentlemen  and  ladies, 
uptown  and  down,  speak  to  me  about  this 
wonderful  singing,  and  they  all  say  they 
never  heard  the  like. 

Do  you  know  why  ?  Because  we  are  sing- 
ing for  Jesus  here  !  That's  what  makes  the 
melody.  Now,  all  speak,  and  tell  what  God 
has  done  for  your  souls," 
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T JK  opened  a  second  Mission   in  the  year 

■■•  *  1882,  two  \ears  before  his  death.  It 
was  called  "Cremore  Mission,  in  a  neighbor- 
hood known  as  "Hell's  Kitchen,  at  104  West 
32nd  Street.  Speaking  in  it  once,  Jerry 
said  : 

Dr.  Talmage  was  the  first  one  that  arted 
me  to  thinking  about  it.  That  was  over  two 
years  ago.  Dr.  Talmage  had  been  round  the 
dives  and  seen  what  was  going  on  and 
preached  about  it. 

I  had  been  around  New  York  some,  and 
thought  I  knew  the  worst  places  in  it  ;  but  I 
was  mistaken,  for  I  had  never  seen  anything 
so  bad  as  this  neighborhood.  The  first  time 
1  found  out  what  it  was  really  like,  happened 
this  way ; 
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A  fellow  called  "Happy  Joe"  went  one' 
night  into  one  of  the  dens,  and  got  a  little 
full,  and  began  to  sing  a  hymn  he  had  he^^.d 
down  at  Water  Street,  and  at  last  he  said, 
"Let's  have  a  Jerry  McAuley  prayer-meet- 
ing, right  here  !" 

Well,  the  girls  jumped  at  the  idea,  and  he 
took  me  off.  and  made  fun  of  the  whole  thing. 
Well,  sir,  that  blaspheming  rascal  was  the 
cause  of  my  coming  here  !  Those  girls  were 
so  interested  from  his  description  that  two  of 
them  came  down  to  Water  Street  in  a  car- 
riage to  our  meetings,  and  then  often  came. 

One  of  them  came  to  me  afterwards  and 
wanted  me  to  help  find  her  sister,  who  got 
into  some  bad  place  uptown,  she  was  afraid. 
Mrs.  McAuley  and  I  got  interested,  and  we 
came  up  to  look  for  the  girl's  sister. 

We  started  in  at  Bleecker  Street,  took  in 
"The"  Allen's,  Harry  Hill's,  "Wes"  Allen's, 
and  all  the  rest  there,  and  came  up  and  went 
to  nearly  all  the  Sixth  Avenue  dives. 

Before  we  got  through  I  made  up  my  mind 
that  this  was  a  worse  place  than  Water 
Street,  and  resolved,  if  the  Lord  would  help 
me,  to  start  a  Mission  up  here.  I  finally 
fixed  on  this  place,  because  it  was  about  the 
worst  I  could  find. 
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I  never  undertook  anything,  but  the  pro- 
phets said  :   "Jerry,  you've  made  a  mistake." 

When  I  started  the  Water  Street  Mission, 
one  man  said  :  "Well,  if  it's  a  success,  I'll 
give  you  S25.UO." 

"Yes,"  I  thought ;  "  'if;'  and  if  they  were 
all  like  you  it  could  not  be  a  success." 

When  I  came  uptown  they  said  again, 
"Now  Jerry  has  made  the  mistake  of  his  life." 

Even  some  of  the  trustees  objected,  and 
said  :  "Water  Street  Mission  will  go  down  if 
Jerry  leaves,"  as  if  Jerry  McAuley  was  any- 
thing, or  that  God  couldn't  do  without  me. 

Not  so.  This  Mission  would  run  on  just 
the  same  if  I  should  die  to-morrow  morning. 

Why,  if  any  of  you  had  the  money  I  would 
go  and  start  a  Mission  right  away  at  a  place 
over  here  called  "Hell's  Kitchen,"  and  some- 
where else,  and  they  would  all  be  full,  and 
God  would  save  souls. 

Concerning  this  Mission,  the  wife  of  Jerry 
McAuley  once  said  : — 

We  felt  that  our  work  in  Water  Street  was 
done,  and  the  time  had  come  when  we  ought 
to  make  a  change. 

It  seemed  to  us  that  the  cry  went  up  to 
heaven  for  a  Mission  here,  that  some  of  the 
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hundreds  of  young  men  and  women  frequent- 
ing these  dens  and  dives  might  be  saved. 

We  went  home  and  prayed  God  if  He 
wanted  us  up  here  to  open  the  way  ;  and  if 
He  didn't  want  us  here  to  put  up  a  barrier 
so  high  we  couldn't  climb  over  it. 

After  many  prayers  and  tears  and  with 
much  fear  and  trembling,  we  found  a  place. 

Then  we  asked  God  if  He  wished  us  to 
come,  to  send  the  means  that  day.  The 
answer  came,  and  soon  we  had  $9,000. 

Then  a  number  of  Christian  gentlemen 
were  invited  to  become  trustees,  and  the  place 
was  fitted  up  and  work  commenced. 


CHAPTER.  XXI. 


SLEEPING. 


THIS  chapter  is  taken  from  a  book  pub- 
lished   by    the   Christian   Alliance  in 
New  York  : 

JERRY  MCAULEY  "fell  asleep  in  Jesus," 
on  Sept.  1 8th,  188^1,  in  his  45th  year. 

For  a  long  time  he  had  not  been  well.  On 
the  day  before  he  died  he  was  happy  and 
hopeful,  and  went,  with  his  wife,  for  an  out- 
ing in  Central  Park.  Soon  after  his  return 
he  was  seized  with  a  severe  hemmorrhage  of 
the  lungs.  The  physicians  could  do  little 
for  him.  That  evening,  expecting  each 
moment  the  call  would  come,  he  said,  to  one 
of  the  converts  of  the  Mission,  as  he  pointed 
upwards : 

"It's  all  right  up  there." 

It  was  this  dying  saying  that  led  Pastor 
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R.  M.  Offord  to  write  the  following  spiritual 
song,  which  has  been  so  often  sung  in  the 
memory  of  Jerry  : 

"NVjien  comes  tlie  hour  that  we  must  die,  ' 
U  hen  ends  life's  swiftly  passing  (hiy, 

VVIien  culls  the  Master  fioui  on  high, 
How  l)lessed  he  who  then  cav  suv  : 
'It's  all  right.' 

"No  fear  of  death  can  shake  his  trust, 

\vi    **"  ^'"^^  '"  •^*^'*"*'  Christ  his  stay  ; 
V\  hat  though  his  body  falls  to  dust, 
His  soul  can  still  afl  joyous  sav  : 
'It's  all  right.' 

"Atteu'bd  then  by  angel  band, 

From  sill  and  sorrow  called  away, 
Ujiborne  from  earth  to  (iod's  right  hand, 

In  holy  triunipJi  hear  Him  sav  : 
'It's  all  right.' 

"Life's  journey  done,  its  perils  past, 

Mid  scenes  of  everlasting  day, 
In  (iod's  own  light  he  sees  at  last 

What  here  on  earth  he  learned  to  sav, 
'It's  all  right.' 

"Dear  Lord  of  love,  I  bow  to  Thee, 

Oh,  hearnie,  Jesus,  while  I  pray  I 
Let  mine  such  blessed  dying  be, 

Grant  nic  the  happy  faith  to  sav  : 
'It's all  right.' 

"Come,  soul,  the  door  is  open  still, 

Oh,  come,  the  Gospel  call  obey  ; 
Then  let  thy  death  come  when  it  will, 

By  grace  redeemed  thou,  too,  canst  sav  : 
'It's  all  right.' " 
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Jerry  rallied  that  night  and  it  was  hoped 
he  might  continue  to  improve,  but  he  grew 
worse  and  in  the  afternoon  another  hemorr- 
hage came,  and  in  a  few  moments  his  spirit 
had,taken  it's  flight  to  God. 

A  full  account  of  the  Memorial  services, 
both  in  the  Broadway  Tabernacle  and  at  316 
Water  Street,  were  given  in  the  Jerry  Mc- 
Auley  Newspaper.  VVe  give  th^m  some- 
what condensed : 

Broadway  Tabernacle,  34th  Street  and  6th 
Avenue,  was  thronged  Sunday  afternoon, 
Sept.  2 1  St.  The  audience  room,  the  long 
deep  galler-'cs,  the  many  isles,  the  doorways 
and  vestibules  were  crowded.  Hundreds  of 
disappointed  people  were  unable  to  find  en- 
trance, and  turned  away,  many  of  them  after 
coming  miles  to  be  present  at  the  Memorial 
service. 

The  exercises  commenced  at  half- past  two. 
S.  Irena^us  Prime,  D.D.,  editor  of  the  "New 
York  Observer,"  presided.  The  Tabernacle 
choir  sang  some  pieces,  and  Mr.  George  V\^ 
Stebbins  sang. 

It  was  a  solemn,  affecting  service.  Dr. 
Deens,  Pastor  of  the  Church  of  the  Strangers, 
read  the  Scriptures,  and  when  he  came  to 
the  words,  "Forasmuch  as  ye  know  that  your 
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labor  is  not  in  vain  in  the  Lord,"  our  hearts 
felt  that  this  was  peculiarly  true  of  Jerry 
McAuley's  work. 

Dr.  Prime,  before  calling  upon  the  speak- 
ers who  had  been  chosen  to  address  the  large 
audience,  referred  briefly  to  his  intimate 
acquaintance  with  the  deceased.  In  him,  he 
said,  we  had  proof  that  the  grace  proclaimed 
in  our  holy  reUgion  could  save  and  keep  any 
man.     If  that  could  not,  nothing  could. 

Dr.  William  M.  Taylor,  pastor  of  the 
Broadway  Tabernacle  Church,  had  just  re- 
turned from  Europe.  The  second  item  of 
intelligence  he  received  on  his  return  was  the 
fact  of  Jerry  McAuley's  death. 

He  had  thought  of  the  words  of  St.  Paul, 
"As  sorrowing,  yet  always  rejoicing."  To 
the  widow  it  brought  sorrow,  and  there  was 
sorrow  as  we  thought  of  the  loss  sustained  in 
the  work.  But  to  both  sorrows  there  was  a 
sure  antidote. 

We  commend  the  widow  to  the  Saviour. 
He  will  minister  to  her  comfort,  until  the  call 
shall  come  to  her,  "Come  up  higher." 

In  thinking  of  the  man  and  his  work, 
there  are  one  or  two  things  which  have  been 
deeply  impressed  upon  my  mind.  As  I  have 
listened  to  his  testimony,  and  the  testimonies 
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of  those  whom  he  has  led  :o  Christ,  I  have 
said,  "I  am  not  ashamed  of  the  Gospel  of 
Christ,  for  'it  is'  the  power  of  God  unto  sal- 
vation to  them  that  believe." 

If  Jerry  could  be  saved,  who  not  ?  After 
Jerry,  anybody!  The  world's  outcasts  can 
be  saved  by  Christ.  Jerry  would  say,  and 
without  affectation,  "Christ  Jesus  came  into 
the  world  to  save  sinners,  of  whom  I  am 
chief" 

Jerry  was  an  instance  of  a  conversion  m 
prison.  We  sometimes  get  an  idea  that 
there  is  no  use  in  sending  chaplains  to  pri- 
sons. There  is  a  good  deal  of  a  feeling  of 
despair  in  the  Church  about  work  for  prison- 
ers. We  should  have  greater  faith  in  such 
work.  Let  us  learn  to  think  more  for  them 
when  coming  out  of  pribon. 

Just  as  Paul  in  Damascus  fell  into  the 
hands  of  Barnabas,  Jerry  at  length  fell  into 
good  hands.  He  once  said  he  felt  it  so  good 
^    be  trusted  after  he  came  out  of  prison. 

"Deal  gently  with  the  erring,  as  thy  God 
hath  dealt  with  thee !"  Jerry's  case  is  a 
beautiful  illustration  of  how  God  brings  good 
out  of  evil.  Through  the  evil  of  Jerry's  e?rly 
life  God  fitted  him  for  special  labor. 

A  history  like  that  helps  one  to  understand 
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what  God  means  when  He  says,  "I  will  re- 
store the  years  which  the  locusts  have  eaten." 
The  years  destroyed  by  sin  were  made  up  by 
the  multiplied  usefulness  (  'the  later  years  of 
Jerry's  life. 

Thus,  let  sinners  put  themselves  in  the 
Lord's  hands.  He  will  restore  the  years 
which  the  locusts  have  eaten.  What  a 
glorious  Gospel  !  What  a  powerful  Saviour! 
VVnat  a  wonderful  Redeemer  we  have  ! 

Haply  some  one  is  here  to-day,  almost 
swept  in  by  the  crowd,  who  is  enslaved  by 
evil  habits.  Take  courage.  As  contact  with 
the  bones  of  the  prophet  Ehsha  started  the 
dead  man  into  life,  so  coming  into  contact 
with  the  truths  this  casket  preaches  now,  may 
you  be  brought  to  life  ! 

Mr.  A.  S.  Hatch,  Jerry  McAuley's  old  and 
tried  friend,  spoke  with  great  feeling.  He 
said  : 

The  impulses  of  my  heart  would  lead  me 
to  sit  beside  this  casket  a  silent  mourner  ;  for 
no  one  except  his  wife  knew  Jerry  better 
than  I  did.  It  was  my  privilege  in  the  be- 
ginning of  his  struggle  up  toward  a  better 
life  to  encourage  him  by  the  warm  grasp  of  a 
helping  hand,  and  to  speak  to  him  words  of 
hope  and  cheer  ;  and  it  has  been  my  privilege 
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also,  when  clouds  and  darkness  have  j^ather- 
ed  about  my  own  pathway,  to  be  uplifted 
and  comforted  by  the  simple  ar.d  childlike, 
yet  robust  faith  of  Jerry  and  his  wife,  and  by 
their  subhme  trust  in  the  loving  Providence 
of  God.  If  I  should  keep  silence  1  mi^dit 
seem  faithless  to  the  memory  of  my  dead 
friend. 

Jerry  McAuley  is  dead.  There  Pre  but 
few  names  which  linked  with,  such  an  an- 
nouncement would  hav(^  aroused  a  more 
widespread  interest ;  not  because  a  j^^rcat 
man,  as  the  u  rid  counts  greatness,  is  gone, 
but  in  recognition  of  a  humble,  sincere,  and 
earnest  life,  devoted  for  sixteen  years  to  the 
uplifting  and  saving  of  lost  men  and  women. 

The  flags  of  the  city  are  not  at  half-mast 
to-day  ;  no  drums  will  beat  in  the  funeral 
procession  that  will  bear  him  to  his  last  rest- 
ing-place to-morrow  ;  no  volleys  will  be  fired 
over  his  grave.  Yet  thousands  of  lowly 
hearts  are  bowed  down  with  grief  for  the 
friend  they  have  lost ;  while  men  and  women 
in  all  classes  of  life  who  owe  him  a  debt  of 
gratitude  they  are  not  ashamed  to  own,  are 
pondering  with  bowed  heads  and  chastened 
.hearts  the  lessons  of  the  life  and  death  of  this 
once  despised  and  hunted  river  thief,  but  for 
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sixteen  years  the  chosen  servant  of  God,  sig- 
nally honored  and  used  of  Him. 

No  fulsome  eulogy  would  be  in  place  over 
this  now  still  and  lifeless  form.  Could  Jerry 
rise  up  in  his  coffin  and  speak,  he  would  re- 
buke the  man  who  should  utter  it.  For 
Jerry  gloried  not  in  himbelf,  Sut  in  the  blessed 
Saviour  who  had  transformed  him  from  what 
he  once  had  been  to  what  by  wondrous  grace 
he  had  become.  He  was  always  humble,  for 
he  always  remembered  the  pit  from  which  he 
had  been  digged.  He  continually  rejoiced 
in  the  power  of  Divine  love,  and  of  the  grace 
of  Jesus  Christ  that  could  so  save  and  keep 
such  as  he. 

He  used  to  say  to  the  outcasts  who  felt 
th^t  they  were  so  low  down  in  sin  that  there 
was  no  hope  and  no  salvation  for  them, 
"There  is  hope  in  Jesus  Christ  for  anybody, 
for  He  saved  me." 

His  labors  spent  for  the  salvation  and  re- 
demption of  the  lost  were  not  in  vain  ;  and 
his  steadfastness  to  the  end,  and  his  triumph- 
ant death,  have  now  confirmed  and  empha- 
sised the  lessons  of  his  life,  and  his  con- 
stantly reiterated  testimony  to  the  power  of 
Jesus  to  save.  * 

The  Church  of  Christ  needed  the  lesson  of 


JERKY  MCAULEY. 


203 


his  sixteen  years  of  labor,  and  their  wonder- 
ful fruits.  Although  theoretically  all  Chris- 
tians believe  that  tht  ilest  sinner  may  be 
saved,  yet  there  is  much  {)ractical  unbelief 
and  scepticism  on  the  subject,  when  they  are 
brought  {'Xcc  to  face  with  some  of  the  worst 
forms  of  human  depravity  and  of  the  wretch- 
edness wrought  by  sin,  and  are  called  upon 
to  believe,  and  to  act  as  if  they  believed  in 
reality,  that  individual  human  wrecks  are 
worth  trying  to  save. 

It  is  this  lesson,  that  none  are  so  utterly 
lost,  bnt  there  is  hope  in  laboring  for  their 
salvation,  that  there  is  no  depth  of  human 
degradation  to  which  the  arm  of  Jesus  cannot 
reach  down  and  from  which  His  grace  can- 
not lift  up,  that  the  life  and  work  of  Jerry 
have  taught  us. 

I  hold  up  Jerry,  as  he  loved  best  to  hold 
himself  up,  as  I  know  he  would  most  wish  to 
be  held  up  in  this  place  to-day,  as  a  monu- 
ment of  Divine  grace,  as  a  single  example  of 
the  power  of  Jesus'  blood  to  cleanse  the  vilest 
sinner. 

Let  our  lives  be  such  that  when  we  are 
called  upon  to  step  out  from  the  ranks  of  the 
living  and  take  our  places  in  the  shadowy 
procession  of  tUe  dead,  we  may  be  able,  as 
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Jt-rry  was,  to  \r  k  back  upon  the  years  s[)ont 
iij  i;arncst  wo  for  the  Mastc*-,  and  looking 
forward  and  upward  say  with  Jerry,  "It's  all 
rii^ht." 

Mrs.  Sidney  Whittemorc  spoke  of  the 
world-wide  intluer  je  of  the  deceased's  work. 
Many  had  }^one  out  from  water  Street  to  be 
missionaries  all  over  the  {jjlobe.  Jerry  was 
strong  as  a  lion  f<jr  courage,  yet  had  a  heart 
gentle  as  a  woman's. 

He  once  spoke  roughly  to  a  man  who  re- 
fused to  cease  his  musical  performances  dur- 
ing the  hours  of  the  Mission  services,  and 
afterwards  went  to  the  man  to  ask  his  forgive- 
ness for  his  somewhat  hasty  \.ords — and  this 
although  the  man's  insults  had  brought  them 
out. 

Or.  Deems  said  a  stranger  might  well  ask 
the  meaning  of  this  great  audience.  Here 
were  the  clergy,  here  were  men  of  means, 
women  of  culture,  all  come  o  pay  a  tribute 
of  respect  to  whom  ?  To  a  hunted  river- 
thief.  It  was  the  romance  of  grace  and  of 
Trovidence.  It  was  not  his  ancestry,  his 
beauty,  his  brains,  or  his  services  to  science 
that  brought  out  these  thousands  of  people. 

It  was  all  because  one  t'ay  in  prison  Jerry 
accepted   God's  offer  of  salvation,  and  took 


JERRV  MCAULEV. 


205 


Christ  as  his  present,  personal,  and  sullfkifnt 
Saviour  \\c  could  all  do  that.  'Ilu-n  he 
was  a  forcible  illustration  of  the  possihiIit\- of 
the  redemption  of  a  human  soul  fn.m  'the 
bottomless  i>it  of  the  lowest  de^^radation. 

Dr.  Deems  closed  with  an  eIo(|uent  appeal 
tothe  unsa\ed.  Were  there  not  some  pre- 
sent who  had  heard  Jerr\'s  appi-als  from  the 
Mission  platform  and  who  had  not  heeded 
them?  Thou-jh  Jerry's  uttered  api)eals  had 
not  moved  them,  should  not  the  appeal  of  his 
silent  lips  win  them  now  ? 

These  addresses  were  f.)II()wed  by  the 
sin-iinjr  of  a  solo  by  Mr.  .Stebbins,  who  rend- 
ered  it  with  his  usual  lender  pathos  amirl  the 
intense  silence  of  the  audience.  As  he  sun^' 
the  words, 

**VVe  too  niu«t  oome  to  the  river  side, 

One  l)y  one,  one  hy  one  ; 
We'i-e  iicfirer  its  hiink  eu(;li  eveiiiiiy  tide, 

One  by  one,  one  hyone.' 

The  Stillness  seemed  almost  painful,  and 
it  was  difficult  to  restrain  the  pent-up  feelinj,^s 
of  the  heart. 

Wilbur  F.  Watkins  followed  in  a  prayer 
that  was  nv)st  tonrlcr  anrl  tf)UcliiiiL;-  ;  the 
I    will   sing  of  my    Redeemer," 
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and  Dr.   Prime  invoked  the  apostolic  bene- 
diction. 

The  casket  containing  the  remains  of  the 
deceased  was  decorated  with  floral  tributes  at 
once  chaste  and  beautiful.  A  cross  lay 
thereupon,  and  at  the  close  of  the  prayer 
offered  by  Dr.  VVatkins  the  rays  of  sunlight 
which  had  been  streaming  through  the  win- 
dows all  the  afternoon  reached  the  cross,  and 
by  their  effulgence  lit  it  up  with  a  dazzling 
brightness. 

It  seemed  as  though  heaven  would  bear 
shining  vvitness  to  the  efficacy  of  the  cross  as 
the  power  by  which  our  departed  brother 
had  been  lifted  out  of  darkness  into  light,  out 
of  death  into  life. 

It  was  a  most  impressive  incident  and  a 
striking  type.  The  light  of  God's  saving 
power  does  fall  on  the  cross  of  Calvary,  and 
at  the  cross  is  light,  and  the  light  of  hope 
and  life  for  all,  no  matter  how  lowly  or  how 
lost. 

The  service  over,  the  audience  passed  by 
the  coffin  to  take  a  farewell  look  at  the  re- 
m.ains  of  the  honored  missionary,  nearly  two 
hours  being  occupied  by  the  sorrowing 
throng  in  paying  the  tribute  of  respect  to  the 
dead. 
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Next  day  all  that  was  mortal  of  the  de- 
ceased was  laid  away  in  Woodlawn  Cemetery 
There  the  sacred  dust  will  rest  until  the 
archangel's  trump  shall  sound,  and  those  who 
have  fallen  asleep  in  Christ  shall  rise  immor- 
tal. 

"Precious  in  the  sight  of  the  Lord  is  the 
death  of  His  saints"  (Ps.  xvi.  15).  "Blessed 
are  the  dead  which  die  in  the  Lord  hence- 
forth.  Yea,  saith  the  Spirit,  that  they  rest 
from  their  labors  ;  and  their  works  do  follow 
them"  (Rev.  xiv.  13). 


THE  END. 


